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GOES   WITH  A  LIGHT   SMOKE 


"On  top  of  the  world."  It's  the  grand  feeling  that 
goes  with  smoking  Luckies  ...  a  light  smoke  that 
treats  you  right  .  ,  .  that's  truly  kind  to  your  throat 
.  .  .  that  delights  you  with  the  savory  flavor  of  the 
highest  priced  center  leaves  of  rich' tobaccos.  A 
light  smoke  — because  only  Lucky  Strike  gives  you 
such  fine  tobaccos  plus  the  priceless  throat  protec- 
tion of  the  "Toostirig"  Process.  Only  Lucky  Strike. 
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There  are  numerous  definitions  of  the  dance,  some  of  which  are  printable,  most  of  which  are  not.  However 
the  appropriate  and  printable  one  for  present-day  capers  seems  to  be  "something  fantastic  and  unfathomable, 
concurrent  with  various,  usually  chronic  stages  of  dizziness'  — resulting  from  an  attempted,  early-evening  attitude 
which  always  sounds  like  this — "We'll  have  just  one." — And  I  don't  mean  one  dance. 

Why  the  metamorphosis  of  this  once  beautiful  expression  of  ecstasy  has  occurred  so  rapidly,  so  completely, 
isn't  as  mysterious  as  it  is  irritating.  Dancing  drunkenness — drunken  dancingness — annoys  because  it  is  beside 
the  point — accomplishes  nothing  well. 

Undoubtedly  the  lit  fantastic  would  give  way  to  a  more  digestible  form  of  dancing  if  authorities  wouldn't 
make  the  game  of  "getting"  the  necessary  ingredients  so  confoundedly  intriguing  and  if  the  persistent  ones  who 
do  "get"  them  could  see  themselves  under  a  bright  light. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  the  time  may  come  when  the  great  student  body  will  look  at  life — and  the  dance  as  an 
expression  of  it — as  it  is  and  not  as  it  is  soaked  up  to  be. 

Meanwhile,  if  anyone  tries  to  tell  you  the  Parrot  isn't  a  moral  magazine,  show  him  this. 

ELEANOR  DODGSON,   Editor. 
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THE    NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE! 


'CRIMP  cor' 

RA.&IVE5ME 

A  COOLER, 
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ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  pre- 
sents the  "Winter  Review"  January  29  .  .  . 
Featuring  on  All-Star  floor  show  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  . 
$3.00  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  . 
$3.50  and  $3.00. 


THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  $2.00 
minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .$2.50 


With 

George 

Ellis 


CASINO  PARISIENNE  ...  Lo- 
cated in  the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  . 
Introducing  a  new  show  with  a 
foreign  accent  and  a  modern- 
istic settino  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .$2.00 
to  $3.50. 


BISMARCK  .  .  .  Walnut  Room  .  .  .  Phil  Levant 
and  his  Orchestra  .  .  .  An  entertaining  floor 
show  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $1.50-$2.25. 


CONGRESS  .  .  .  Glen  Gray  and  the  Case 
Loma  Orchestra  in  the  sensational  New  Con- 
gress Casino   .   .   .  Congress  Hotel 


SHOWSPOTS 

GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE  .  .  .  "Call  It  A  Day" 
Modern  drama  of  everyday  life. 

SELWYN  THEATER  ...  "The  Night  of  January 
16"  ...  a  new  mystery  thriller,  with  Koye 
Brinker. 


FINAL   PAUSE 

COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  Meeting 
Places  .  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chi- 
cago .  .  .  Orrington 

SAN  PEDRO  ...  No  Man's  Land  .  .  .  Popular 
Dming   Spot    .    .    .   Wonderful   Atmosphere. 


CAMPUS  CHARACTER  NO.  4 


Assuming  an  air  of  nonchal- 
ance, he  slides  up  to  the  bar, 
shakes  the  snow  off  his  collar,  and 
orders  a  mint  julep.  Contented 
and  amused,  he  drums  his  fingers 
on  the  mahogany  and  eyes  his 
brothers  in  debauchery  about  him. 
Spying  a  group  of  upperclassmen 
in  a  beer-inspired  repartee,  our 
freshman  barfly  sidles  up,  throws 


his  arm  about  the  nearest  shoulder, 
and  with  a  witty,  "Hiya,  Boy," 
awaits  an  answer.  Dark  frowns 
and  abysmal  indifference  puncture 
his  enthusiasm.  Timidly  he  with- 
draws his  arm,  returns  to  his  bar 
stool,  and  with  a  "devil-may- 
care"  attitude,  orders  a  stiff  sloe 
gin  fizz.  With  slow  sips  and  sour 
expressions  he  downs  his  drink. 
Another  drink   in  hand,   allotting 


fifteen  cents  for  careless  gaming, 
he  sets  out  hell-bent  for  a  reckless 
orgy  on  the  slot  machine.  Lemon- 
flavored  fate  sours  our  neophite, 
and,  paying  his  bill,  he  departs 
from  the  scene  of  his  dissipation. 
Back  in  his  room,  he  takes  a 
gold-bound  book  from  under  his 
pillow  and  writes,  "Dear  Diary:  I 
was  out  with  the  actives  tonight 
and  had  a  whee  of  a  time." 
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Ed  Van 


MONOPOLY 

Looking  through  the  social  cal- 
ender, we  find  the  formal  season  in 
full  swing. 

In  earlier  issues,  we  have  dealt 
at  length  with  the  subject  of 
formals,  all-university  functions 
and  swing  in  general,  but  there  is 
one  angle  which  we  have  left  un- 
touched. That  is  the  system  of 
monopoly. 

From  whence  comes  this  bar- 
baric urge  to  claim  a  gal  for  the 
evening  and  hang  tight  to  her  un- 
til the  final  whistle?  Why  is  the 
custom  of  trading  dances  consid- 
ered taboo  at  local  pow-wows? 
Why  not  stag  lines?  Why  the 
awful  fate  of  stepping  on  or  be- 
ing stepped  on  by  the  same  toes 
all  evening? 

For  the  men  this  system  can  be 
made  tolerable  by  frequent  escapes 
to  the  bar  where  fellowship  is  al- 
ways available.  For  the  girls,  no 
such  luck.  They  are  doomed  to 
stare  into  the  same  pan  all  evening 
except  when  they  can  manage  to 
slip  out  to  powder  their  noses. 

After  all,  a  mere  date  is  not 
trial  marriage.  That  a  co-ed  has 
accepted  an  invitation  to  the 
dance  should  not  mean  that  she  be 
chained  and  fettered  to  the  slug 
for  six  endless  hours. 

It's  high  time  Northwestern 's 
manhood  realized  that  a  little  va- 


riety at  social  functions  would 
mean  a  better  time  for  everyone 
concerned  and  that  the  average 
girl  never  thinks  her  escort  so  irre- 
sistible that  she  can  not  bear  to 
leave  him  for  a  few  dances.  Why 
not  a  stag  line  at  the  Charity  Ball? 

PARROTEERS 

This  is  one  on  the  Parrot  staff. 
It's  one  of  those  deadline  jokes 
which  do  not  come  often  enough. 

While  this  issue  was  in  the  mak- 
ing, the  art  editor  and  one  of  the 
writers  were  tearing  their  hair  in 
a  last-minute  dash  to  get  their 
stuff  in.  The  writer  was  in  a  third 
floor  fraternity  room  and  the  art- 
ist was  working  furiously  down- 
stairs. It  was  after  midnight  and 
the  house  was  quiet  save  for  the 
click  of  the  typewriter  and  the 
curses  of  both. 

Suddenly  the  writer  burst  into 
the  artist's  room. 

"Fiave  you  an  issue  of  the  Par- 
rot?" he  asked,  "any  issue?" 

The  artist  produced  one  and  the 
other  dashed  back  to  his  room. 

Shortly  after,  the  artist  came 
tearing  upstairs  and  demanded  his 
Parrot  back.  He  ran  back  to  his 
drawing  board. 

When  they  had  given  up  for  the 
night,  they  withdrew  to  Arnie's 
for  a  couple.  The  subject  of  the 
borrowed  issue  came  up  again. 

"I   only   wanted  it   to   find   out 


how    to   spell    parrot,"    the   writer 
admitted. 

"Did  you?"  the  artist  replied, 
"That's  why  I  got  it  back." 

SQUIRREL  CAGE 

No  visitor  at  Northwestern  can 
fail  to  be  impressed  by  our  wild 
life.  Nothing  so  nearly  justifies 
the  summer  school  catalogue's 
claim  to  a  campus  situated  in  the 
heart  of  a  virgin  forest  as  the 
abundance  of  squirrels — real  ones 
we  mean — which  inhabit  it. 

Where  the  little  devils  come 
from  and  how  they  maintain 
themselves  in  this  urban  district 
puzzled  us  for  some  time.  Finally 
we  found  out. 

It  seems  that  the  squirrels  were 
the  first  inhabitants  of  Evanston. 
Even  before  the  Indians  came,  they 
had  their  homes  along  the  North 
Shore  and  romped  in  great  stretch- 
es of  scrub  oak  which  once  cov- 
ered this  whole  area. 

When  civilization  came,  the 
Indians  left,  but  the  squirrels 
stayed  on.  Foundation  of  a  uni- 
versity on  their  reservation  did  not 
bother  them  and  they  are  still 
here.  When  competition  from  the 
South  Quads  became  keen,  the  real 
squirrels  multiplied. 

At  first  we  thought  that  the  B. 

and  G.   must  surely  have   to  feed 

them.    We   thought  we  might  be 

able  to  get  statements  from  them 

(Continued  on  page  30) 


SONNET:  HE  THAT  DANCES 

It  was  his  loss  that  he  had  never 
courted 

Terpsichore,  proud  patroness  of 
dance, 

So  said  those  friends  who  saw  his 
efforts  thwarted 

When  he  and  Cupid  sought  to 
snare  romance. 

For  there  was  Elsie,  quick-tongued, 
yes,  but  charming. 

And  Valerie,  who  glowed  with  an- 
imation; 

And  he  had  lost  both,  which  was 
not  alarming. 

Since  in  a  waltz  they  found  in- 
fatuation. 

Thus  he  resolved  to  learn  this  no- 
ble art. 

And  practised  tango,  foxtrot, 
minuet. 

"Success,"  he  said,  "may  help  me 
win  a  heart; 

Proficiency  will  teach  me  to  for- 
get." 

His  friends  find  life  without  him 

very  dull, 
And    mourn    his    practise — plus    a 

fractured  skull. 

P.  H.  L. 

A  recent  survey  shows  that  fifty 
thousand  girls  have  recently  re- 
turned to  cotton  top  hose;  at  its 
height,  this  investigation  must 
have  been  quite  interesting. 

— Sun  Dial. 
•J* 

Four  Old  Fashions 
Stir. the  passions. 

—Red  Cat. 

Women    may    be    divided    into 
two  classes:  Those  who  close  their 
eyes    when    you    kiss    them,    and 
those  who  look  to  see  if  you  do. 
— Skipper. 


Little  Lucy  had  just  returned 
from  the  children's  party  and  had 
been  called  into  the  dining  room 
to  be  exhibited  before  the  dinner 
guests. 

"Tell  the  ladies  what  mama's 
little  darling  did  at  the  party," 
urged  the  proud  mother. 

"I  frowed  up,"  said  little  Lucy. 

—Oil  Weekly. 

Mother:  "Johnny,  would  you 
rather  have  a  baby  brother  or  a 
baby  sister?" 

Johnny:     "Gawd,    maw,    please 
don't  you  know  I  hate  children. 
— Monutaiit  Goat. 

"You  show  me  the  parts  in 
Ulysses  and  I'll  show  you  those  in 
Anthony  Adverse." 

— Exchange. 

Overheard  at  a  country  hoe- 
down: 

"Son,  why  ain't  you  ajinining 
the  young  folks?" 

"Shucks,  Maw,  I  can't  dance. 
When  I  dance  I  sweat,  and  when 
I  sweat  I  smell,  and  when  I  smell 
the  girls  won't  dance  with  me. 
Shucks,  Maw,  I  can't  dance." 

— Sour  Mash. 
•J* 

He  (after  a  long  embrace)  — 
Edna,  you  simply  must  get  those 
cavities   filled. 

—Froth. 

He:  "Darling,  I  can't  express 
how  much  I  love  you.  You  arc 
adorable;  you  are  dazzling;  you 
are  simply  super-seductive.  Gosh, 
honey,  your  lips  are  just  like  sweet 
wine!" 

She:  "Well,  damn  it,  you  don't 
have  to  get  drunk  in  such  a 
rush." 

— Kam-Buller. 


"Shop  /he  CO-OP" 

POSTMARKED 
PAPERS 

SPONSORED    BY 


For  the  first  time  we  pre- 
sent stationery  approved 
by  Emily  Post,  arbiter  of 
etiquette.  She  has  created 
writing  paper  of  distinction 
and  authoritative  correct- 
ness. 

Seven  charming  styles  to 
choose  from — in  Shell 
White,  Mist  Gray  or 
English  Blue,  personalised 
with  your  name,  monogram 
or  address.  In  each  box  is 
Emily  Post's  booklet  "The 
Letters  We  Write." 

BOX  OF  48  SHEETS 
AND    48    ENVELOPES 

with  your  name, 
monogram  or  address 
on  each  sheet    .... 

TYPEWRITERS 

Rented  -  Sold  -  Repaired 


STUDENTS!  Do  you  wanl  belter  marks?  If 
so,  lypewrite  your  themes  on  a  Corona.  The 
iinest  portable.  FLOATING  SHIFT,  TOUCH 
SELECTOR  and  many  other  exclusive  fea- 
tures.   Start  your  career 

with  a   CORONA 

Free  Lnstmclion  book  and  carrying  case. 

Coronas    as    low 
as  Sl-00  a  week 


NORTHWESTERN 
STUDENT  CO-OP  ^'^^'^- 

ORRINGTON     HOTEL    BLDG. 
1726    ORRINGTON    AVE.  G RE.  2600 
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After  Reading  Too  Much  Noel  Coward  or 
Tonight  at  Nine-Thirty 

By  Paul  Hugo  Litwinsky 


The  curtain  rises  on  the  fash- 
ionable Hving  room  of  Julian  Van- 
demeer's  New  York  apartment.  In 
the  center,  middle  stage,  is  a  com- 
fortable chaise  lounge.  At  the  back 
is  a  balcony  which  commands  a 
full  view  of  the  city.  Doors  at  left 
and  right  foreground.  A  buffet 
table  with  facilities  for  serving 
liquor  is  at  the  right,  against  the 
wall  near  the  door.  A  statue  of 
Venus  de  Milo  stands  at  the  right 
background  near  the  balcony. 

Julian  enters  at  the  right.  He  is 
a  tall,  pale  young  man  in  impec- 
cable evening  dress  with  a  cynical 
smile  constantly  hovering  about 
his  lips.  He  goes  to  the  balcony 
window  and  gazes  out. 

Julian  (to  himself)  :  Iniquity 
caught  in  stone  and  steel — a  city. 

(A  discreet  knock  is  heard  at 
the  door  at   the  left.)     Come   in! 

Tlie  door  opens,  revealing 
Smithers,  the  butler,  who  is  a  typ- 
ical butler  with  cadaverous  mien 
and  long  coat  tails. 

Smithers:  A  lady  to  see  you,  sir. 

Julian:  How  do  you  know  she  is 
a  lady? 

Smithers:  Well,  sir — 

Julian:  Remember,  Smithers, 
that  a  lady  is  merely  society's  ver- 
sion of  an  otherwise  honest 
woman. 

Smithers:   Thank  you,  sir. 

Julian:  Show  the  lady  in. 

Smithers:  Very  good,  sir.  (He 
goes  to  the  left  door,  exits,  only  to 
return  immediately.)  This  way, 
miss. 

(Iris  Atwill  enters,  a  tall  bru- 
nette with  a  curious  faraway  look 
in  her  eyes  at  critical  moments.) 


Iris:  Ah,  Julian!  Charming  to 
see  you. 

Julian  (bowing  stiffly):  The 
charm  lies  in  yourself. 

Iris  (smiling)  :  Thank  you.  You 
might  offer  me  a  drink. 

(Smithers  moves  forward  to  the 
buffet  table,  but  Julian  stops  him 
with  a  wave  of  his  hand.) 

Julian:  You  may  go,  Smithers. 

Smithers:  Very  good,  sir.  (Goes 
out,  left.) 

Julian  (going  over  to  the  buffet 
table)  :  My  abode  is  yours. 

Iris  (with  the  faraway  look 
creeping  into  her  eyes) :  How  in- 
teresting! 

(She  goes  over  to  the  chn'ne 
lounge  and  reclines  gracefully  as 
becomes  a  lady.) 

Julian  (returning  with  the 
drink)  :  I  am  at  your  service. 

Iris:  Of  course,  you  might  have 
something  else  to  say. 

Julian:  I  might. 

Iris:  You  could  always  talk 
about  yourself  with  much  prompt- 
ing. 

Julian:  I  could  and  still  can. 

Iris:  Then  do  it.  What  have 
you  been  doing  for  the  past  year? 

Julian:  Traveling.  It  was  i  n- 
credibly  boring.  I  saw  poverty  in 
Paraguay,  wealth  in  Warsaw,  and 
ennui  in  England.  So  I  returned 
to  nothingness  in  New  York. 

Iris:    Alliteratively   alluring. 

Julian:  I  knew  you  would  think 
so.    But  what  about  yourself? 

Iris:  Your  friends  entertained 
me  suitably,  and  I  did  a  little  writ- 
ing. 

Julian:  Yes,  I  got  a  copy  of 
your  novel  en  route  to  London. 


Iris:  Well? 

Julian:  Are  you  waiting  for  me 
to  praise  your  novel? 

Iris:  You  might  be  polite. 

Julian:  Politely  speaking,  it  was 
a  superlative  novel.  Frankly  speak- 
ing, it  was  superlatively  bad.  I  no- 
ticed the  bored  young  nobleman 
was  a  badly  drawn  picture  of  me. 
You  did  me  very  badly. 

Iris:  You  did  me  badly,  I  would 
say. 

Julian:  You  refer,  of  course,  to 
the  embryonic  love  affair  you 
tried  to  start  before  I  sailed. 

Iris  (the  faraway  look  again)  : 
Yes. 

Julian:  Better  to  be  embryonic 
than  Byronic. 

Iris:  I  ignore  it.  Bring  me  an- 
other drink.  (He  goes  to  the  buf- 
fet table.) 

Julian  (returning  with  the 
drink) :  How  clever  and  beautiful 
you  are. 

Iris:  Do  you  really  think  I  am 
beautiful? 

Julian:  Like  Venus,  whose  mar- 
ble loveliness  you  put  to  shame. 
(He  indicates  the  statue  with  a 
wave  of  his  hand.) 

Iris:  Unlike  Venus,  I  have  arms. 

Julian  (bowing  stiffly):  I  ac- 
knowledge that  fact. 

Iris  (rising  angrily  from  the 
chaise  lounge)  :  I  am  leaving! 

Julian  (calling):  Smithers!  (To 
Iris)  Because  I  agreed  that  you 
had  arms? 

Iris:  Because  your  whiskey,  like 
you,  is  abominable  when  taken 
straight.  (Smithers  appears  at  the 
left.) 
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Julian:  The  lady  is  leaving, 
Smithers. 

Iris  (petulantly) :  Good  night. 

Julian:  Farewell.  Parting  is  such 
sweet  sorrow. 

CURTAIN 

Act  TiL'o 

(The  curtain  rises  on  the  same 
scene  a  week  later.  Julian  and 
Srhithers  are  in  the  living  room, 
and  Smithers  is  administering  a 
clothes  brush  to  his  master's  im- 
peccable attire.) 

Smithers:  You  always  look  well 
groomed,  sir. 

Julian:  A  few  plaudits  to  Smith- 
ers from  Smithers. 

Smithers:  I  realize  my  worth, 
sir. 

Julian:  But  you  leave  me  no 
chance  for  a  few  words  of  my 
own. 

Smithers:  They  are  never  few, 
sir. 

Julian:  How  well  you  know  me. 
We  may  expect  the  lady  again  this 
evening. ---.,-. 

Smithers:  I  have  great  hope^  for 
her. 

Julian:  What  do  you  mean? 

Smithers:  I  see  in  her  a  redeem- 
ing angel,  sir.  . 

Julian:  And  in  me  a  devil,  I 
presume. 

Smithers:  No,  sir.  You  haven't 
the  energy,  sir. 

(A  bell  rings  at  the  left.  Smith- 
ers goes  to  the  door,  opens  it,  and 
stands  at  attention.)  Miss  Atwill. 
(Iris  enters  in  a  stunning  low-cut 
evening  gown.) 

Julian:   You  may  go,  Smithers. 

Smithers:  Not  without  express- 
ing hope,  sir.  (He  goes  out,  right.) 

Iris:  What  did  he  mean? 

Julian:  He  considers  you  a  re- 
deeming angel. 

Iris:  How  refreshing!  (She  re- 
clines upon  the  chaise  lounge.) 

(Continued  on  page  27) 


eVs  NOT 
join  the  tadies! 

Gentlemen... let's  leave  the  floiver  per 
fumes  to  the  ladies.  Coqucttishly  per 
fumed  toilet  preparations  are  not  for 
us.  Take  the  Fougcre  Royale  Shaving 
Bowl,  for  instance.  Its  Royal  Fern  fra- 
grance is  exhilarating,  fresh,  woodsj^  and 
decidedly  a//-7«i3?i. You'll  find  the  handsome 
wooden  Fougere  Royale  Shaving  Bowl  a 
joy  to  handle  and  an  economy  to  use,  for 
it  offers  months  of  miraculous  shaves  for  $\ 

FouseieRoyaleAfter-ShavingLotion...a  dash 
of  refreshment  for  razor-roughened  skins.  SUghtly 
astringent  to  soothe  little  nicks;  Royal  Fern  fra- 
grance to  delight  your  senses.  S5c. 

Fougere  Royale  Talc. .  supremely  fine  in  qual- 
ity, correctly  toned  for  men's  skin.  It  will  spoil  you 
for  the  common,  or  garden,  variety  of  talcs.  55c. 

Fougere  Royale  Hair  Lotion. ..(ot  a  well- 
groomed  head,  with  every  hair  in  place.  It  adds  lus- 
tre without  oiliness,  stimulates  the  scalp,  corrects 
dryness,  and  doesn't  shriek  to  high  heaven.  S5c. 

FOUGERE    ROYALE 

by  noLBiGAPST     tor  men 
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STEPS  LEADING   DON 

By  Mary  McSherry 
Illustrated  by  Grace  Scharf 

Don  Cushman  was  sedentantly  poised  on  sewing  instruments.  In  brief,  Don  Cushman  was  sitting  on 
needles  and  pins,  the  reason  being  that  he  had  taken  the  light  of  his  life  to  Congress.    So   far,  excellent,  but 

the  aforesaid  light  of  his  life  wanted  to  tango.     Don  did   not   tango.      Feverishly   he 

prayed  that  Clarissa  would  forget  all  about  Spanish  dancing.    Clarissa  did  not. 

"Don,  dear,"  she  smoothied,   "Wouldn't  you  like  to  tango?" 

Don  cast  her  a  look  which  would  have  made  the  fiercest  lion  give  a  stranded  game  hunter  a  piggy-back 
ride. 

Clarissa  imitated   the  Great  Stone  Face. 

Briefly  Don  considered  a  life  of  bachelorhood,  the  sure  outcome  of  confessing  to  this  wonder  woman  that  he, 
the  man  she  was  learning  to  love,  did  not  tango.    The  final  note  was  for  dying  on  the  field  of  battle. 

Once  on  the  floor  an  idea  seized  Don.  He  had  seen  Apache  dances.  Apache  dances  are  foreign.  The  tango 
is  foreign.    Two  plus  two  equals  four. 

Desperately  Don  grabbed  Clarissa  by  the  wrists.  With  a  step  resembling  a  baby  robin  in  a  hurry,  he 
covered  half  the  floor.  Clarissa  smiled  approvingly.  Encouraged,  Don  slid  backward  and  dipped.  A  stray  high 
heel,  unfortunately,  caught  in  his  cuff  and  the  dip  continued   down   to  the   can-you-pick-hankies-off-the-floor- 

with-your-tceth  stage.    Clarissa  followed  through. 

"Restful   isn't  it,"  Clarissa  cooed. 

"My  God!"    Don   thought,   "She   likes   it." 

Havmg  set  a  fast  pace  he  was  sore  pressed  for  the  next  move.  Definitely  something  sparkling  was  expected. 
Courageously  Don  bobbed  up  and  down  in  the  style  made  so  popular  by  floating  corks, — up  once,  down  once, 
wiggle  once. 


I 
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Clarissa  looked  a  bit  disappointed. 

Then  something  happened.  A  sudden  push  from  another  dancer  set  Don  gavoting  across  the  room  at 
about  a  sixty  degree  angle.  In  bewilderment  he  watched  his  feet  perform.  How  they  could  dance!  In  a  stroke 
of  genius  Don  grabbed  Clarissa's  shoulders  to  right  himself.  She  took  his  shoulders  in  return.  They  sidestepped. 
Don  leaned  forward,  still  unbalanced.  Clarissa  alone  sidestepped,  leaving  him  only  her  hand  for  support.  As 
a  last  measure,  Don  jerked  her  hand.    Round  and  round  she  turned,  ending  up  plastered  against  his  chest. 

"You  know  the  trickiest  steps,  lambboy,"  she  enthused. 

"I  consider  them  unique,"  Don    admitted    and    considerably    emboldened    flung    an 

an  embracing  arm  about  her  waist.    Perfectly   calmly,   Clarissa  relaxed   her   hold   on   his 

shoulder  and  bent  backward  over  his  arm.    Quick  as  that  Don  felt  a  sneeze  sneak  up.    Man  of  action  that  he 
was  he  pressed  a  strong  finger  under  his  nose  and  prayed,  meanwhile  taking  little,  rotary  steps  and  supporting 


Clarissa's   dead   weight. 


With  a  final  crash. 


upright  posture. 


There  was  a  man! 


the  piece  mercifully  ended.   Miraculously  Clarissa  regained  an 


"Don,  babykins,  you're  wonderful,"  came  the  congratulations. 
Don  heard  wedding  bells  in  her  tones.    He  smiled  complacently. 

"Guess  I  am  pretty  good,"  he  told  himself.    "Clar  says  so,  and  I'm  darned  if  the  people  at  the  next  table 
aren't  looking  at  me  with  a  bit  of  the  old,  green  eye." 


Generously  he  smiled  upon  the  herd 


all  his  steps. 


and  thought  pityingly  of  Fred  Astaire  who  had  to  learn 


A  movement  at  his  side  cut  short  his  musings.    There  stood  a  waiter.    The  waiter  bent  over  him  with 
"Beg  pardon,  sir.  I  thought  you'd  hke  to  know — all  those  people  have  been  commenting  on  you,  sir.     (Oh 
shades  of  Horatio  Alger!    From  college  student  to  entertainer   overnight!)     They've    been    noticing,    sir,    that 
your  garter  has  fallen  down!"  : 
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BLOTZ  ON  DANCING 


Motion  pictures  are  a  terrible 
influence  on  Americans.  Why 
only  the  other  day — but  let  the 
facts  speak  for  themselves.  Re- 
printed herewith  is  the  defendant's 
testimony  in  the  trial  of  Levin- 
stein-Goldblatt-Smith  Mammoth 
Movies  vs.  Otto  Blotz.  Blotz, 
charged  with  forcing  his  way  in- 
to the  Mammoth's  Hollywood 
studios  and  setting  fire  to  them 
after  shooting  three  ace  directors. 
Blotz,  placed  on  the  stand  in  his 
own   defense  stated: 


By  John  Palmer 

It  was  a  quarter  after  four 
when  I,  having  two  hours  to  kill 
while  waiting  for  a  train,  stepped 
up  to  the  box  office  of  the  Super 
Seventh  Heaven  theatre.  "When 
doc  the  feature  start?"  I  asked 
innocently,  to  be  informed  by  the 
blond  goddess  that  it  had  just 
begun.  I  bought  a  ticket.  There- 
fore do  I  come  here. 

Finding  a  seat  in  the  not-too- 
crowded  mezzanine,  I  lit  a  Drome- 
dary and  turned  my  attention  to 
the   screen.     A   couple,   who   from 


the  intensity  of  their  embrace  I 
took  to  be  the  hero  and  heroine, 
were  just  going  into  a  huddle.  I 
began  to  think  that  if  the  picture 
had  just  commenced  it  should  be 
fairly  interesting  by  the  seventh 
or  eighth  reel.  Just  then,  the  gasps 
of  the  wrestling  wooers  were  re- 
placed by  the  strains  of  music 
which  I  readily  recognized  as  the 
season's  smash  tune,  "How  Can 
You  Look  So  Sweet  or  Was  It 
Something  I  Ate." 

(Contiiiiicd  on  page  26) 
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I  don't  know  how  to  start  this, 
that  is,  whether  to  call  it  the  re- 
turn of  the  STOOGE  or  AUNT 
POLLY  is  incapacitated.  Never- 
theless, Aunt  Polly  is  a  bit  ill  and 
she  has  asked  me  to  take  over  her 
burdensome  duties.  .  .  .  Though  a 
bit  rusty  after  a  rather  question- 
able retirement,  please  bear  with 
me.  ...  In  other  words,  hold  your 
hats,  kids,  because  your  old  friend 
YOUR  GIRL  THURSDAY  has 
a  little  slingin'  to  do. 

And  what  could  be  a  better 
start  than  to  review  a  few  of  the 
highlights  that  slipped  out  about 
this  time  a  year  ago  in  the  now 
long  forgotten  STOOGE  column. 
And  what  would  be  a  better  high 
light  to  start  out  with  than 
JOHNNY  WAKEMAN,  Kappa. 
.  .  .  Any  Kappa  could  probably 
get  me  started.  But  according  to 
the  books  a  year  ago,  JOHNNY 
was  at  present  recuperating  from 
a  trip  to  New  Jersey,  home  of  the 
DEMON  BILL  BOGER,  Sigma 
Nu.  KAY  AMMET^MAM  -n  q 
had  captured  a  D.U.  pin.  .  .  . 
Midge  Mercer  wzs  fooling  the 
Fiji's  SHUMWAYS,  Al  Lind  was 
battling  it  out  with  CAM  JER- 
NEGAN,  Theta,  BILLY  BOY 
PHILLIPSON  was  still  kiddish 
enough  to  trade  signet  rings  with 
a    little    frosh,    and    MARY    L. 


Vance  wore  a  flower  to  a  dinner 
date  in  the  loop  so  that  her  date 
would  know  who  it  was.  My,  my 
how  time  and  some  of  the  speech 
students  fly. 

To  get  to  the  present,  I  wonder 
what  BONNIE  DONAHUE  will 
hold  over  DON  BRIGGS  of  Sigma 
X.  now  that  JAY  KURTZ,  ex- 
Delt,  re-married  his  former  wife? 
She  needs  something  they  tell  me 
because  GERRY  FERGUS,  Gam- 
ma Phi,  would  enjoy  moving  in. 
.  .  .  and  does  it  bother  BONNIE? 
Well  no,  not  exactly,  but  things 
could  be  lovelier.  Speaking  of 
Thetas  we  might  mention  DOT- 
TIE  PAYNTER  and  her  attempt 
to  confuse  a  couple  of  boys  who 
are  paid  to  go  to  class  .  .  .  they 
teach.  .  .  .  She  failed.  Someone 
told  me  that  she  was  not  a  co-ed 
but  rather  a  lecture  .  .  .  one  never 
could  get  in  a  word,  because  they 
just  had  to  listen. 

JACK  HORNER  and  HER- 
MAN OGG,  Delts,  are  having 
quite  a  scuffle  over  NELLIE 
TWYMAN,  Kappa  pledgling. 
.  .  .  Seems  she  keeps  both  well 
keyed  up,  but  neither  one  knows 
where  he  is.  .  .  .  Not  that  they 
would  undqr  more  natural  cir- 
cumstances. Seems  the  freshman 
are  w^iser  this  year.  .  .  .  The  Pi 
Phis  have  a  yearling  that  would 
enjoy  stringing  the  boys  along  for 

a  ride CHARLENE  EDDEL- 

MAN,  but  she  can't  be  too  good 
because  I  understand  even  BOR- 


CHERT,  Beta  Prexy,  caught  on 
after  only  a  month  or  two. 

The  commerce  boys  are  all 
flocking  around  a  Kappa  transfer 
these  days  that  answers  very 
sweetly  to  the  name  of  ROSE 
BOTZUM.  .  .  .  CLIFF  MILLER, 
Delta  Yoops,  seems  to  have  the  in- 
side track,  although  lots  of  the 
boys  would  like  to.  In  case  you 
don't  know  CLIFF,  he  sang  in 
the  Tribune  Musical  carnival 
under  a  surname  of  AUGUSTUS, 
his  real  middle  name  ...  or  if  you 
acted  up  at  Kitty  Davis',  perhaps 
he  was  the  bouncer  who  placed 
you  in  the  middle  of  the  street. 

HARRY  GOUSHA,  Lambda 
Chi  card  king,  has  finally  con- 
vinced ELEANOR  POJMAN  to 
accept  the  gold  identification  and 
ask  no  questions  like  he  did  the 
first  time  he  encountered  it.  .  .  . 
They  have  more  fun  in  that  house 
with  the  echoes.  .  .  .  Anyhow, 
ELEANOR'S  sorority  mother  in 
GAMMA  PHI,  who  is  JANE 
PHELPS,  no  likee.  She  says 
that  ELEANOR  hasn't  met 
enough  of  the  male  members  of 
the  college  as  yet.  .  .  .  Now,  now, 
JANE,  I  remember  your  own  re- 
actions a  few  short  years  ago. 

One  of  the  cutest  couples  on 
the  campus,  so  they  say,  is  WARD 
COOK,  Phi  Psi  plebe,  and  JEAN 
GRASSET,  Theta  neophyte.  .  .  . 
Any  Phi  Psi  is  cute,  but  this  pair 
is  exceptional.  I  can't  under- 
(Continiied  an  page  28) 
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SHUDDUP! 


By  T.  Wm. 


The  negro  orchestra  blared  furi- 
ously at  one  end  of  the  noisy,  lus- 
ty-muraled,  smoky  room.  At  the 
other  end,  the  denizens  of  the  bar 
attempted  to  focus  their  fuzzy 
vision  on  the  half-colored  woman 
with  the  bleached  hair,  as  she 
screeched  in  a  rasping  falsetto. 
From  her  bawdy  song  it  was 
clearly  evident  that  someone 
would  have  to  play  poker  with 
Pocahontas  when  John  Smith  was 
away,  and  she  was  slyly  grinning 
out  the  possibiilties. 

Among  the  patrons  at  the  flour- 
ishing oval  bar  were  two  adolesc- 
ent ultra-sophisticates,  each  at- 
tempting to  outdo  the  other  in 
portraying  man-of-the-worldliness 
to  a  large,  glassy-eyed  young  wom- 
an who  was  gagging  on  a  Tom 
Collins.  The  alert  surveillance  of 
the  doorman  was  inadvertently 
lifted  when  this  trio  entered  the 
spa. 

One  of  the  alleged  mcn-about- 
town,  encased  in  a  suit  of  giant 
brown  checks,  with  intersecting 
pleats  and  tucks  at  every  seam,  was 
speaking,  slapping  his  hand  loudly 
on  the  bar  to  emphasize  each 
word. 

"You  lose  your  inhibitions,"  he 
was  saying.  "Your  feelings  come 
out  when  you're  tight." 

The  glassy-eyed  girl  looked  at 
him  and  nodded,  thrilled  by  it  all. 

"To  the  opposite,"  said  the  other 
young  man,  whose  oily  black  hair 
waved  with  great  precision  across 
his  narrow  head.  "To  the  opposite. 
I've  found  that  some  women  who 
give  all  the  signs  of  being  naugh- 
ty"— here  he  raised  his  eyebrows 
daringly,  and  leered  at  the  girl 
while  she  did  her  best  to  imagine 
a  naughty  woman — "are  absolutely 


unimproachable  when  they  are 
slightly  squiffy." 

"That's  because  their  real  feel- 
ings come  out,"  said  brown  checks 
and  tucks,  triumphantly.  "And 
besides,  you  mean  unapproachable 
or  unimpeachable.  There  isn't  any 
word  like  unrepeachable,"  he  con- 
cluded knowingly. 

"That't  not  what  I — oops!"  A 
large,  burly  drunk,  in  his  erratic 
path  had  swayed  against  the  three 
of  them  in  one  great  lurch,  scatter- 
ing them  among  the  bar  stools. 

Brown  checks  and  tucks,  less 
shaken  than  the  others,  scrambled 
to  his  feet,  ready  to  do  battle,  un- 
til he  realized  the  proportions  of 
his   opponent-to-be. 

"Shorrymushtaslipped,"  apolo- 
gised the  drunk. 

Surprised  and  somewhat  heart- 
ened by  this  contrite  attitude, 
brown  checks  and  tucks  assumed 
his  most  effective  scowl.  "Why 
donya  look  where  yer  goin',  ya  big 
stew,"  he  exploded,  in  his  best 
tough-guy  manner. 

Wavy  narrow  head  was  helping 
the  glassy-eyed  girl  to  perch  her- 
self on  a  stool. 

"Dear  me,"  she  murmured,  with 
a  frightened  glance  at  the  big 
drunk. 

"Are  you  all  right?"  brown 
checks  and  tucks  inquirecl  of  the 
girl  gallantly. 

She  gave  him  a  timid  adoring 
smile. 

Brown  checks  and  tucks  turned 
to  the  drunk  who  was  standing 
sheepishly  and  somewhat  unstead- 
ily nearby.  "Well,  beat  it,"  he  or- 
dered. 

"Take  it  easy,  will  ya?"  said 
wavy  narrow  head.  "Don't  aggra- 
vate   him.     You'll    get    beat    to    a 


pulp.  Come  on,  let's  get  out  of 
here." 

"Don't  be  chicken,"  said  brown 
checks  and  tucks.  Then  turning 
again  to  the  drunk,  "Well?" 

With  a  vague  wave  of  the  hand, 
the  drunk  muttered  "  'Mshorry," 
and  staggered  off. 

Suddenly,  from  the  other  side 
of  the  bar  came  a  loud  feminine 
voice. 

"My  God,  George,  are  you  go- 
ing to  let  that  kid  talk  to  you  like 
that?"  it  demanded. 

"Shuddup,"  said  George. 

Brown  checks  and  tucks  looked 
across  the  bar  and  discovered  that 
the  loud  feminine  voice  vi^as  com- 
ing from  a  very  large,  very  blond 
woman  with  a  green  hat  pushed 
back  on  her  head. 

Seeing  him  staring  at  her,  the 
blond  woman  roared,  "What  you 
need,  you  young  punk,  is  a  good 
punch  in  the  nose." 

"This  is  none  of  your  business, 
you  old  hag,"  said  brown  checks 
and  tucks.    "Keep  out  of  it." 

"You'll  get  us  in  trouble  in  a 
minute,"  said  wavy  narrow  head. 
Let  s  go. 

"Gracious  yes,"  said  the  girl, 
thoroughly   frightened. 

"He's  my  husband,"  said  the 
blond  woman,  "and  no  little  squirt 
like  you  is  going  to  take  advantage 
of  his  good  nature  to  make  a  fool 
out  of  him." 

The  drunk  had  by  this  time 
reached  her  side. 

"George,"  she  said,  "punch  him 
in  the  nose." 

"Shuddup,"  said  George. 

"I  will  not,"  she  roared,  "I  want 

you  to  punch  him  in  the  nose  this 

instant.    I  will  not  sit  idly  by  and 

see    that    insignificant   half-witted 

{Continued  on  page  21) 
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'No  move  lipsf/ck,  IK)  more  lies 

No  more  rolli/ii^  nicked  eyes 

No  more  flti/h'ry,  no  more  shcim 

From  now  on  I'll  he  just  us  I  am — 

No  more  flirfini^,  no  more  deceit 

No  more  iicfing  sugar  sweet 

No  more  powder,  no  more  paint 

From  now  on  I'll  not  he  ivhat  I  ain't. 

No  more  nonsense,  no  more  late  hours. 

No  more  demanding  expensiie  flowers, 

This  little  girl  will  stop  heing  hold 

From  now  on  she's  good  as  gold. 

Always  honest,  always  true 

A  friend  to  run  to  uhen  you're  hi  lie 

Always  sensihie,  always  frank 

On  whose  ad  lice  you  can  aluays  hank. 

Always  to  he  trusted  with  your  man 

'Cause  she  non't  steal  him  if  she  can 

Alivays  to  he  looked  on  as  a  pal 

To  he  called  henceforth  'one  good  pal.' 

Always  to  he  in  hed  hy  nine 

To  hare  a  character  descrihed  as  fine! 

Gosh,  this  year  is  going  to  he  slow 

With  neither  friend  nor  admiring  heanl 
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by  DICK  STARBANE 


My  goodness,  after  all  those  nice 
predictions  I  made  about  our 
hardwood  boys  last  month,  they 
go  right  out  and  let  me  down. 
Teh,  Teh.  However,  some  very  in- 
teresting things  have  happened 
which  I  believe  you  would  like  to 
know  about. 

First  of  all  Northwestern  in  re- 
ality has  not  one  team,  but  three 
teams!  The  team  that  starts  the 
games  —  Vance,  Trenkle,  Smith, 
McMichaels,  and  Voights,  are 
known  to  their  teammates  as 
"Burden  Boys."  This  name  is  de- 
rived from  the  fact  that  they  carry 
the  burden  of  playing  most  of  the 
ball  games.  Six  others  are  known 
as  the  Powder  Boys  derived  from 
the  idea  that  by  the  time  they  get 
in  the  game  powder  burns  are  a 
serious  danger  to  avoid  because  the 
timer  usually  has  his  gun  ready  to 
fire  ending  the  game.  They  consist 
of  Mercer,  Bender,  Nagode,  Wor- 
land,  Blume,  and  Diehl.  The  re- 
mainder of  the  squad  is  known  as 
the  Real  Burden  Boys  because  they 
scrimmage  both  the  Burden  and 
the  Powder  Boys. 

We  must  of  necessity  and  lack 
of  space  confine  our  attention  to 
the  first  groups  mentioned  much 
as  the  Real  Burden  Boys  deserve 
credit.  The  Burden  teams'  superi- 
ority is  questioned  considerably  by 


the  Powder  boys  and  the  Chicago 
press.  Tug  Blume  says  their  offense 
was  rather  difficult  to  figure  out 
at  the  first  of  the  season  but  in 
jovial  terms  it  consists  of  nothing 
more  than  two  bad  passes  and  a 
long  shot.  Of  course  we  know  it 
doesn't  because  I  have  seen  them 
make  as  many  as  three  bad  passes 
and  make  a  short  shot.  Fred 
Trenkle  is  O.K.  as  long  as  they 
don't  bring  back  the  representa- 
tive of  the  Big  Ten  Robber's  As- 
sociation, referee  to  most  of  you, 
who  officiated  the  first  game.  When 
Fred  showed  him  that  he  ■was  not 
taking  'steps'  to  complete  his  fa- 
mous hook  shot,  the  ref  dryly  re- 
plied, "Are  you  trying  to  show  me 
up?"  which  means  that  unless  he 
keeps  away  from  everyone  on  the 
floor  he  will  probably  foul  out  the 
next  game.  Referees  are  funny 
guys.  They  have  memories  like 
elephants,  are  about  twice  as  slow, 
and  most  of  the  time  are  absolute- 
ly devoid  of  good  judgment  and 
eyesight;  yet,  they  manage  to  get 
paid  regularly.  All  in  all,  the  Bur- 
den boys  put  up  a  pretty  fair 
brand  of  ball,  but  I  want  to  tell 
you  about  the  Powder  gang  which 
you  know  less  of. 

In  the  first  place  they  have  in- 
jected the  now  famous  "razzle- 
dazzle"  into  the  regular  offense. 
Though  it  sounds  rather  difficult, 
it  is  old  stuff.  It  merely  consists  of 


finding  out  what  you  are  supposed 
to  do  and  what  your  team-mates 
expect  you  to  do  and  then,  doing 
the  opposite.  It  is  based  on  the 
principle  of  making  all  the  plays 
work  the  hard  way.  Every  once  in 
a  while  they  perfect  a  new  play, 
but  it  is  usually  shortlived  because 
Coach  Waldo  Fisher  is  suspected  of 
being  a  scout  for  the  Burden  Boys, 
at  least  they  always  learn  the  new 
play  on  the  following  day. 

The  spirit  of  this  ball  club  is 
fiery  and  they  have  a  very  strict 
code  of  personal  discipline.  When- 
ever their  own  powder  boys  get 
into  the  game,  every  man  must  in- 
cessantly cheer  him  on  despite  his 
mistakes.  As  you  know  all  mem- 
bers of  the  squad  who  participate 
in  the  game  get  supper  at  Cooley's. 
So  after  every  game  though  they 
cheer  their  own  number  on  the 
floor,  the  game  participants  are 
then  escorted  by  the  non-playing 
Powder  boys  to  the  locker  room 
midst  loud  boos  for  being  profes- 
sional. Some  people  would  cover 
this  whole  subject  by  saying  they 
are  all  plain  nuts. 

However,  this  fine  machine  is 
about  to  be  broken  up  due  to  the 
early  season  losses.  It  is  with  regret 
that  we  pause  to  console  ourselves 
on  its  passing  so  quickly.  Had  it 
remained  intact.  Northwestern 
could    point    proudly   to    the    fact 

[Continued  on  pui^c  32) 
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TO  TILLIE 
By 

Willhiw  Dalzcll 

The  story  is  told  by  all  of  her  kin. 
How  at  her  grave  they  happened 

bv  chance 
To    hear    her    bones    waltz-timing 

within. 
My  God!    How  Tillie  could  dance! 

Her    partners    were    either    titanic 

or   thin. 
And  each  of  them,  forced  by  the 

spell  of  her  glance. 
Found   himself  reeling  in  chaos  of 

dm. 

But   under   the   charm   of  a  gallon 
ot  i;m. 


Dear    Tillie    let    loose    in   one    last 

fatal  prance, 
Then  died  from  a  violent  kick  in 

the  shin. 
My  God!    How  Tillie  could  dance! 

One  cold  and  rainy  day  three 
thousand  years  ago,  Aesop  stood 
shackled  before  42,031  armed  Ro- 
man soldiers.  He  raised  his  hands 
to  command  silence,  drew  him- 
self up  to  his  full  height,  looked 
them  squarely  in  the  eye  and  ut- 
tered  these   immortal    words: 

"Hi,  Elmer!" 

—Rice  Owl. 

He:  Why  do  you  make  that 
gurgling   noise?" 

She:  I'm  trying  to  swallow 
that    line    voure   throwing." 

—Yellow    Icicket. 

The  slogan  for  a  nice  night's 
entertainment:  So-fa  and  no- 
father. 

—Pell-Mell. 


First  Frosh — "I  heard  you  didn't 
tiave  a  good  time  with  your  blind 
date  last  night.  Was  she  too  thin?" 

Second  Nut — "Naw,  just  the 
opposite.  I  couldn't  entertain  her 
from  one  side,  so  I  went  to  the 
other,  and  there  was  a  senior  hav- 
ing as  good  a  time  as  I  was." 

— Jester. 


"All  those  who  would  like  to 
go  to  Heaven,"  said  the  Sunday 
School  teacher,  "please  raise  their 
hands." 

All  did  except  one. 

"Why,  Johnny,"  exclaimed  the 
teacher,  "wouldn't  you  like  to  go 
to  Heaven?" 

"Naw,"  said  Johnny.  "Not  if 
that  bunch  is  goin'." 

— Ram-Buller. 

A  student  at  the  University  of 

Nevada  named  Thomas  T.  Charles 

has   been   causing  a   great   deal   of 

incredulity     recently     among     the 

faculty.     He    is    a    freshman,    and 

has  to  sign   his  name  in   numerous 

places.     The    recorders    are    alw^ays 

surprised    when    they    come    upon 

the  name,  "Chas.,  T.  T." 

— Tiger. 
■M 

Vignette:  He  is  the  type  of 
fellow  that  goes  into  a  drug  store 
for  a  nickel  drink,  and  expects 
with  it  two  glasses  of  water,  the 
use  of  a  table  and  chair  for  an 
hour,  the  opportunity  of  listen- 
ing to  the  radio,  the  right  to  read 
a  thirty-five  cent  magazine,  the 
privilege  of  three  ten  minute  con- 
versations over  the  telephone,  and 
then  complains  because  the  place 
is   not  air-conditioned. 

— Range. 

A  little  bee  was  flying  merrily 
around  in  a  field  of  clover.  The 
little  bee  lighted  on  a  very  nice 
piece  of  clover  and  started  suck- 
ing the  honey  therefrom.  A  big 
cow,  who  was  grazing  in  this  field, 
gobbled  up  the  piece  of  clover  and 
the  bee.  The  bee,  finding  itself  in 
the  cow's  stomach  with  no  means 
of  egress,  rolled  over  and  went  to 
sleep. 

When  the  bee  woke  up,  the  cow 
was  gone. 

—Rice  Owl. 


JANUARY    ISSUE 


PAGE     19 


Oh,  I  u'hiskey  would  beer  now. 
I  remember  the  dimple  in  his  gin 
and  I  wine  and  jvale  because  he's 
branding  around  with  other  wom- 
en. He  has  a  sweetheart  in  every 
Fort  the  old  cocktail,  him.  Oh, 
well,  he  was  just  a  champagne  in 
the  neck,   anyway. 

— Hum  Bug. 
^« 

A  lady  was  riding  on  the  train 
with  her  son.  The  conductor  came 
by  and  she  said:  "A  fare  for  me 
and  a  half  fare  for  the  boy." 

The  conductor  looked  at  the 
boy  and  said:  "Lady,  that  boy's 
got  long  pants  on." 

"In  that  case,"  said  the  lady, 
"a  full  fare  for  the  boy,  and  a 
half  fare  for  me." 

— Battalion. 
J* 

The  difference  between  a  mod- 
ern flapper  and  an  old  maid  is 
that  the  modern  flapper  has  been 
tried  and  found  wanton  and  an 
old  maid  hasn't  been  tried  but  is 
still  wantin'." 

— Battalion. 

Why  is  a  corset  like  an  ash  cart? 
Because  it  goes  around  gather- 
ing up  the  waist. 

— Lyre. 

They're  telling  this  of  Lord 
BeaVerbrook  and  a  visiting  Yan- 
kee actress.  In  a  game  of  hypo- 
thetical questions,  Beaverbrook 
asked  the  lady:  "Would  you  live 
with  a  stranger  if  he  paid  you 
£1,000,000?"  She  answered, 
"Yes."  "And  if  he  paid  you  £5?" 
The  irate  lady  fumed:  "  £  5  ?  What 
do  you  think  I  am?"  Beaverbrook 
replied:  "We've  already  estab- 
lished that.  Now  we're  trying  to 
determine  the  degree." 

— Exchange. 


■=^^^^#^1 


If  she  wants  a  holiday — Transmit- 
ter. 

If  she  talks  too  much — Interrup- 
ter. 

If  she  wants  a  date — Meter. 

If  she  wants  to  call — Receiver. 

If  she  wants  an  escort — Conduc- 
tor. 

If  she's   slow  of  comprehension — 
Accelerator. 

If  she's  narrow  in  her  views — Am- 
plifier. 

If  she  goes   up   in   the   air — Con- 
denser. 

If  she's  hungry — Feeder. 

If  she's  a  poor  cook — Discharger. 

If  she  eats  too  much — Reducer. 

If  her  hands  are  cold — Heater. 
— Drexel. 

Southerner:  "Down  South  we 
like  our  liquor  hard  and  our 
women  soft." 

Northerner:  "Up  here  we  like 
our  liquor  straight  and  our  wom- 
en curved." 

— Idaho  Bucket. 


God  gave  us  two  ends,  one  to 
sit  on  and  the  other  to  think  with. 
A  man's  success  depends  upon 
which  end  he  uses  most.  It's  a 
case  of  heads  you  win  and  tails 
you  lose. 

— Sour   Mash. 

Editor:  "Get  a  story  on  that 
sorority   fire." 

Reporter:     "I  got  it." 

Ed.:  "You're  crazy;  it  Just 
started." 

Rep.:    "I  started  it." 

Ed.:    "How?" 

Rep.:  "I  electrified  my  date 
with  a  kiss,  she  charged  me  with 
fervor,  my  wiring  went  haywire, 
and  the  housemother  was  burned 
up. 

— Borcdwalk. 

The    boy    and    girl    stood    on    the 

deck, 
The  girl,  her  arms  about  his  neck; 
The    boy    was    burning,    not    the 

deck. 

— Brigadier. 
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The  train  robber  was  holding 
up  a  Pullman  car.  "Out  with  yer 
dough  or  I'll  kill  all  the  men 
without  money,  and  kiss  all  the 
women." 

An  elderly  man  said,  "You  shall 
not  touch  these  ladies." 

An  old  maid  in  an  upper  berth 
shouted,  "You  leave  him  alone; 
he's  robbing  this  train." 

— P/jociiix. 

Too  much  study 

Makes  me  muddy; 

Too  much  smoke 

Makes  me  choke; 

Too  much  petting 

Makes   me   sweating; 

Too  much  drink 
makes   me   feel   like   the   adjective 
which  not  only  best  describes  my 
condition,    but    also    rhymes,    and 
"think"  is  not  an  adjective. 

—Boh  Cut. 


You're  too  young  for  a  mar- 
riage license.  You  need  the  con- 
sent of  the  girl's  parents. 

What  do  you  think  that  guy 
with  the  shotgun  wants,  a  fishing 
license? 

— Jester. 


She:  "Do  you  think  you're 
Santa  Claus?" 

He:    "No,  why?" 

She:  "Then  leave  my  stockings 
alone." 

— Mercury. 

And  there  was  the  old  maid 
who  kept  twin  beds  in  her  room 
because  she  figured  she  had  twice 
as  much  chance  of  finding  a  man 
under  them. 

— Southwestern. 

Theta:  I'll  have  you  know  I'm 
marrying  a  Phi  Gam  and  a  gen- 
tleman. 

Beta  "Ya'  can't  do  that  Lus- 
cious, It's  bigamy. 

— Whirl  uhnJ. 


For  Sale:  A  good  stomach 
pump.  Formerly  used  by  the 
S.A.E.'s.  We  don't  need  it  any 
more  ...  no  stomachs  left. 


-Ski-U-Mah. 


^ 


"Melvin!  .  .  .  MelVIN?" 

"Huh,  ma?" 

"Are    are    spitting    in    the    fish 
bowl?" 

"No,  but  I  been  coming  pretty 
close." 

— Pelican. 

For  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma 

I  do  not  give  a  damma, 
A  Kappa  Alpha  Theta 

Is  hell  upon  a  date-a, 
The  famous  Alpha  Phis 

Don't  yet  know  how  to  Kees; 
I'd  take  it  on  the  lam-a 

From  a  "daring"  Delta  Gamma; 
A  Delta  Delta  Delta 

Won't  raise  sufficient  hell  ta 
Drive  me  to  the  Pi  Phi's, 

Who  live  on  gin  and  cracked  ice. 

—Ski-U-Mtih. 
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SHUDDUP! 

{Continued  from  page  14) 

moron  make  a  fool  out  of  you." 

"You're  making  a  fool  out  of 
yourself,  you  big  horse,"  said 
brown  checks  and  tucks. 

"Oooh,"  gasped  the  blond  wom- 
an, flabbergasted.    "Oooh." 

Wavy  narrow  head  and  the  girl, 
determined  to  avoid  trouble,  had 
left  the  bar  and  gone  to  the  check 
room,  where  they  donned  their 
coats.  They  returned  with  brown 
checks  and  tucks'  hat  and  coat,  to 
find  him  w^atching  with  amuse- 
ment the  efforts  of  the  blond  wo- 
man to  revive  her  husband  who 
had  laid  his  head  down  on  the  bar 
and  calmly  passed  out. 

"George!"  the  blond  woman 
was  shouting,  "George!  He  called 
me  a  fool.  You've  got  to  punch 
him  in  the  nose.  George,  wake 
up. 

The  bartender  called  the  head- 
waiter  who  called  the  manager. 

"Your  husband  will  be  all  right 
in  a  moment,  I'm  sure,"  said  the 
manager.  "Please  behave  yourself 
or  we'll  have  to  ask  you  to  leave." 
And  then  to  the  bartender,  "If  she 
doesn't  behave,  ask  her  to  leave." 

"It's  all  your  fault,  you  dirty 
little  rat,"  said  the  blond  woman 
to  brown  checks  and  tucks.  "A 
lady  like  me  being  asked  to  leave 
a  dump  like  this.  If  George  were 
himself,  I'd  have  him  punch  you 
in  the  nose." 

George  half  raised  his  head, 
opened  one  eye,  and  said,  "Shud- 
dup." 

"Ha!"  said  brown  checks  and 
tucks,  tauntingly,  as  wavy  narrow 
head  and  the  glassy  eyed  girl 
pushed  him  into  his  coat,  slammed 
on  his  hat,  and  started  him  toward 
the  door. 

"George!"    screamed    the    blond 


woman,  "get  him  before  he  leaves! 
George!" 

But  George  had  passed  out 
again.  -^ 

Teacher:  William,  what  are  the 
two  genders? 

William:  Masculine  and  femi- 
nine. The  feminine  are  divided 
into  frigid  and  torrid,  the  mascu- 
line into  temperate  and  intem- 
perate. — Urchin. 

Blonde — "My  sister  calls  her 
boy  friend,  'Ole  Man  River'." 

Maid — "Because  he  is  always  at 
her  door?" 

Blonde — "No,  because  he  keeps 
creeping  up  higher." 

— Maroon   Bee. 


A  salesman  was  passing  through 
a  small  town  and  had  several  hours 
to  pass  away.  Seeing  one  of  the 
natives,  he  inquired,  "Any  picture 
show  in  town,  my  friend?" 

"Nope;  nary  a  one,  stranger," 
was  the  answer. 

"Any  pool  room  or  bowling 
alley?" 

"None  of  them  either,"  came 
the  reply. 

"What  form  of  amusement 
have  you  here?"  asked  the  sales- 
man. 

"Waal,  come  on  down  to  tne 
drug  store.  That's  a  Freshman 
home  from  the  university." 

— Osbkosh  Ogosb. 


1  thought  you  said  you  tvere  going  to  Montgomery  Ward!" 
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or  That's  What  You  Think! 

by  Paul  Hugo  Litwinsky 


Havelock  Ellis  once  said  that  to 
dance  is  to  take  part  in  the  cos- 
mic urge  of  life.  That  is  all  very 
pretty,  but  there  are  better  ways 
of  taking  part  in  the  aforesaid  cos- 
mic urge  without  resorting  to 
crazy  antics  on  a  waxed  dance 
floor  with  an  otherwise  perfectly 
sensible  blonde.  But  it  doesn't  do 
any  good  to  square  your  manly, 
rugged  shoulders  and  say  "I  won't 
dance."  You  will,  brother,  and 
like  it — or  at  least  you'll  pretend 
to  during  the  course  of  the  eve- 
ning. 

Let  us  assume  that  the  begin- 
ner is  going  to  read  this  article. 
Nobody  else  will,  so  this  is  a  safe 
assumption.  The  first  thing  to  do 
is  to  take  the  girl  in  your  arms. 
Forget  about  what  foot  you  lead 
with  and  all  that  stuff.  If  you 
don't  know  how  to  take  a  girl  in 
your  arms,  you  don't  belong  on  a 
dance  floor.  You  don't  belong 
anywhere  else  either.  Of  course 
there  are  certain  ways  of  placing 
your  arms  about  her  so  as  to  dis- 
play the  most  grace  and  agility. 
Skip  that.  All  you  need  to  know 
is  how  to  hold  her  so  that  some 
fraternity  brother  won't  be  able 
to  cut  in. 

Now  you  are  out  on  the  dance 
floor.  Remember?  You  have  a  girl 
in  your  arms.  Remember?  Good. 
That's  more  than  I  can  do;  I  have- 
n't had  one  there  for — Hey,  where 
was  I?  Oh,  yes.  On  the  dance 
floor,  to  be  sure.  Now  the  simplest 
dance  for  you  to  learn  is  the  box 
waltz.     For   some    strange    reason 


all  girls  tell  their  boy  friends  that 
the  first  dance  step  they  must 
know  is  the  box  waltz.  This  is 
probably  because  it  is  the  easiest  to 
learn  and  so  will  not  tax  the  men- 
tality of  their  escorts.  After  all, 
escorts  are  hard  to  get  even  during 
periods  of  national  inflation.  Oh, 
yes.  There  is  another  point  I  for- 
got to  mention.  When  you  take  a 
girl  out,  you  automatically  be- 
come her  escort  for  that  evening. 
What  is  an  escort?  An  escort  is  a 
guy  who  pays  the  check.  That 
definition  ought  to  be  good  enough 
for  you. 

To  return  to  the  box  waltz,  here 
you  and  the  girl  are  on  the  dance 
floor.  The  orchestra  strikes  up  a 
foxtrot.  Forget  about  the  box 
waltz.  You  won't  be  able  to  dance 
it  when  a  foxtrot  is  being  played. 
Just  relax  and  act  natural.  No,  I 
don't  mean  stepping  all  over  the 
girl's  feet.  I  meant  to  act  the  way 
you  would  at  home.  Oh,  you 
would  do  the  same  thing  at  home? 
Well,  skip  it. 

Now  the  foxtrot  is  over.  Re- 
lease the  girl  temporarily,  clap  po- 
litely, and  say  to  the  girl  "Wasn't 
it  a  lovely  dance?"  If  she  says  yes, 
she's  a  worse  liar  than  you  are.  But 
now  take  her  in  your  arms  again. 
The  orchestra  is  playing  again,  this 
time  a  tango.  No,  you  can't  use 
the  steps  of  the  box  waltz.  They 
won't  work.  Remember  when  you 
went  to  dancing  school  when  you 
were  seven  years  old  and  wore  a 
colored  Spanish  shawl?  Try  to  re- 
capture some  of  that  spirit.    Oh, 


you  never  went  to  dancing  school, 
and  anyway,  that's  why  you're 
reading  the  article?  Thanks  for 
reading  the  article. 

Now  the  tango  is  over.  That 
was  fast  work.  Just  a  few  strokes 
of  the  typewriter.  Try  it  some 
time.  Now  the  next  thing  to  do 
Is  to  bring  your  girl  a  cooling 
drink.  She  needs  it  after  being 
mauled  around  by  a  husky  male 
like  you.  It  shows  what  a  gentle- 
man you  are,  and  besides  when  her 
throat  is  cooling  she  will  be  able 
to  forget  temporarily  her  aching 
arches. 

Now  she  has  finished  the  drink. 
She  wants  another?  Well,  you  are 
her  escort,  not  I.  And  while  I  re- 
member it,  a  useful  maxim  for 
you  to  know  is  never  to  take  a  girl 
out  unless  you  have  three  or  four 
weeks'  wages  in  your  jeans.  Places 
like  the  Empire  Room  and  the 
Continental  Room  are  not  for  the 
downtrodden  proletariat. 

"Let's  dance  some  more,"  she 
says  in  a  sweet  voice.  Well,  your 
girl  is  certainly  a  glutton  for  pun- 
ishment. Now  the  orchestra  is 
playing  a  rhumba.  Just  shake  your 
limbs  in  primitive  fashion  and 
you'll  have  no  trouble  in  faking  a 
rhumba.  Oh,  you  really  want  to 
learn  it?  Well,  this  is  no  time  to 
learn  how  to  dance  when  you're 
out  on  the  floor. 

Now  the  orchestra  takes  an  in- 
termission. They  don't  need  it, 
but  they  know  you  do.  Take  the 
girl  back  to  your  table  and  tell  the 
waiter  to  bring  a  bottle  of  Chateau 
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Yquem.  That  will  prove  you  are 
a  gourmet  and  incidentally  will 
increase  the  check.  Increasing 
checks  is  what  waiters  are  for,  so 
don't  hesitate.  Besides,  if  you  get 
her  to  finish  that  bottle,  she  may 
be  more  receptive  to  the  cosmic 
urge. 

Now  you  have  finished  the  bot- 
tle. Well,  I  wouldn't  advise  any 
more  dancing  tonight.  It  might  be 
awkward,  and  you  have  to  take 
the  girl  home  anyway.  You  can 
always  dance  again  next  week. 

What's  that?  You  still  don't 
even  know  how  to  dance  the  box 
waltz?  That's  too  bad.  Neither 
do  I. 

A  backwoods  mountaineer  one 
day  found  a  mirror  which  a  tour- 
ist had  lost.  "Well,  if  it  ain't  my 
old  dad,"  he  said  as  he  looked  in 
the  mirror.  "I  never  knew  he  had 
his  pitcher  took."  He  took  the 
mirror  home,  stole  into  his  house 
and  hid  it  in  the  attic,  but  his 
actions  did  not  escape  his  suspi- 
cious wife.  That  night  while  he 
slept  she  slipped  up  to  the  attic 
and  found  the  mirror. 

"Mm-m,"  she  said,  looking  into 
it,  "so  that's  the  old  hag  he's  been 
chasin'!"  — Bison. 

THE  EVOLUTION   OF   A 
CHICKEN  IN  A  DIN- 
ING HALL 

I.  Sunday:  Roast  chicken 
(creamed  sliced  veal  +  salad 
water — no  seconds ) . 

II.  Monday:  Chicken  salad 
(creamed  sliced  veal  -{-  salad 
dressing  +  lettuce — no  sec- 
onds) . 

III.  Tuesday:  Chicken  croquettes 

(chicken  salad,  lettuce  + 
bread  crumbs,  fried — no  sec- 
onds) . 

IV.  Wednesday:    Lamb   stew 


(chicken  croquettes  + 
gravy  +  water  +  potatoes 
— no  seconds) . 

V.  Thursday:  Chicken  soup 
(lamb  stew  -\-  water  and  yet 
more  water — no  seconds). 

VI.  Friday:     Chicken     broth 

(chicken  soup  +  still  more 
water — no  seconds). 

VII.  Saturday:  Vegetable  soup 
(chicken  broth  -\-  water  -\- 
lettuce  from  (II.) — sec- 
onds) . 

—Vii,p. 

Sonny  had  the  habit  of  tearing 
his  pants  whenever  he  was  play- 
ing. His  mother  in  exasperation 
finally  said,  "The  next  time  you 
tear  your  pants  I'm  going  to  make 
you  fix  them  yourself." 

Sure  enough.  Sonny  came  in 
from  play  with  his  pants  torn. 
True  to  her  promise,  his  mother 
sent  him  upstairs  to  fix  them. 
After  about  an  hour  had  passed 
and  Sonny  had  not  appeared,  his 
mother  went  upstairs  to  investi- 
gate. The  pants  were  lying  on  a 
chair,  but  no  Sonny  in  sight.  How- 
ever, his  mother  heard  a  noise  in 
the  basement  and  went  to  the 
stairs  and  called  down,  "Are  you 
running  around  down  there  with- 
out your  pants  on?" 

"No,  ma'am,"  a  bass  voice  re- 
plied, "I'm  reading  the  gas  meter." 
—Red  Cat. 

"Who  was  that  peach  I  saw  you 
with  last  night?" 

"That  was  no  peach!  That  was 
a  fruit  salad." 

"What?" 

"Yeh,  she  was  as  sour  as  a 
lemon;  she  was  as  slippery  as  a 
banana;  and  when  I  squeezed  her, 
she  hit  me  in  the  eye  Hke  a  grape- 
fruit." 

— Southiuestern. 


First:  See  that  girl?  That's  my 
girl. 

Second:  Uh-huh — Good  looking 
fox  scarf  she's  got  on. 

First:  Yeah,  I  gave  her  that. 

Second:  She's  a  good  looking 
mamma.    Pretty  hat. 

First:  Yep,  I  gave  her  that. 

Second:  In  fact  that  whole  out- 
fit she's  wearing  is  swell — elegant. 

Second:  And  say,  that's  a  cute 
little  boy  she  has  with  her. 

First:  Yeah.  That's  her  brother. 
— Pilfered. 

For  the  modern  girl:  "There's 
seldom  a  slip  between  the  gown 
and  the  hip." 

—Ski-U-Mcrb. 

It  was  exactly  one  minute  after 
midnight  when  the  beautiful 
young  lady  opened  the  door  to  her 
room  and  stepped  inside.  Someone 
was  hidden  in  the  corner  of  the 
darkened  room.  She  was  aware 
that  he  was  hidden  there  in  the 
shadows,  watching  every  move  she 
made.  Evidently  not — the  beauti- 
ful creature  went  right  on  with 
her  preparations  for  retiring.  First 
she  threw  her  evening  wrap  into 
a  chair — then  off  came  her  danc- 
ing frock — then  her  slippers  and 
silk  hose.  Good  heavens!  If  she 
but  knew  that  she  was  being 
watched  like  a  hawk.  She  stood 
up,  clothed  with  only  those  downy 
feminine  fineries  —  suddenly 
a  sound  came  from  the  darkened 
corner!  What  could  it  be?  Her 
heart  fairly  leaped  to  her  mouth! 
The  brave  young  woman  jumped, 
quick  as  a  flash,  to  the  wall  and 
snapped  on  the  light — there  was 
the  creature  in  the  corner  of  the 
room  which  was  now  flooded  with 
light!  It  was  nothing  but  the 
damned  canary. 

— Yelloif  Jacket. 
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EUTERPE'S  PROBLEM  CHILD 


By  Paul  Spiegel 


Back  in  the  days  when  the  nine 
Abuses  wafted  their  asthetic  way 
through  Greek  mythology  Euterpe, 
the  Muse  of  Music,  was  a  Polly- 
anna  sort  whose  worst  fault  was 
the  inspiring  of  folk  songs.  And 
little  did  Eut  realize  that  she  was 
causing  a  future  fuss  when  she  in- 
spired some  folk  songs  in  a  dusky 
race  of  Africa,  part  of  which  later 
migrated  to  the  Americas.  She 
didn't  realize,  because  she  was 
used  to  having  people  take  her  im- 
passionately.  But  those  dusky  peo- 
ple were  a  passionate  bunch  and 
poor  old  Euterpe  was  generally 
overhauled  and  given  a  heart. 
Time  elapsed,  and  her  child  turned 
out  to  be  a  problem  called  Jazz. 

This  baby  Jazz  grew  and  grew, 
until  he  raised  a  family  for  him- 
self. Right  now  his  favorite  son 
is  Swiiii^,  but  rather  than  going 
into  any  more  genealogy,  let's 
have    a    look    at    this    guy    called 


Red  Norvo 


Credited  with  giving  Suing  its 
first  start,  Red  Norvo,  a  wood- 
pile artist  (Xylophone  player  to 
you  and  yours),  is  a  dominant 
figure  in  the  music  field  today. 
Born  in  southern  Illinois,  this  red- 
haired  boy  turned  out  to  be  one 
of  those  oh-so-common  kids  who 
won't  practice  their  piano  lessons. 
However,  he  got  past  the  chop- 
sticks stage,  and  could  play  all  the 
popular  pieces.  He  became  fasci- 
nated watching  a  xylophone 
player,  and  it  was  not  long  before 
he  owned  his  own  set  of  blocks 
and  knew  just  how  to  pound  the 
dust  oft  of  them,  and  to  eke  out 
delectable  notes.  He  pounded  the 
boards  in  several  bands  in  and 
about  Chicago,  but  was  an  instan- 
taneous success  when  he  opened  at 
The  Famous  Door  in  New  York 
with  the  new  music  called  swing. 
He  had  developed  two  things:  the 
ability  to  play  slow  music  in  swing 
style,  and  the  ability  to  draw 
crowds  who  came  to  stop,  look, 
and  listen.  No  one  with  wooden 
legs  has  ever  dancccf  to  Norvo's 
music,  but  would  they  ever  like 
to!  What  Red  thinks  of  swing 
music  is  found  in  the  statement 
that  it  is  "relaxed  rhythm,  a 
facile  flow  of  syncopation  with  an 
unbroken  tempo."  Red  and  his 
band,  with  songstress  Mildred 
Bailey,  are  now  appearing  at  the 
Blackhawk  in  Chicago.  Watch  for 
some  phonograph  releases  by  this 
bunch  in  the  near  future.  Past  re- 
cordings do  not  show  the  band  in 
full  flare,  but  future  discs  (now 
being  made)  should  be  solid  wax- 
ings  by  a  gang  of  deep  senders. 


HotOfftheTurntable 

I've  Go:  You  Under  My  Skin    (Victor) 
Easy  to  Love  Ray  Noble 

(Both  from  "Barn  to  Dance") 
Now  (Victor) 

Little  Old  Lady  Ray  Noble 

(Both  from  "The  Show  Is  On") 
La   Bomba — Rhumba  (Dacca) 

("Big   Broadcast   of    1937") 
Inspiration — T.ingo  Carlos  Molina 

My  Last  Affair  .         (Decca) 

("New  Faces") 
Darktown  Strutters  Ball 

Ella  Fitzgerald 
Goodnight  My  Love  (Victor) 

("Stowaway") 

Benny  Goodman  plus 
Take   Another   Guess       Ella  Fitzgerald 

The  Skeleton  in  the  Closet       (Decca) 

("Pennies  from  Heaven") 
Hurdy  Gurdy  Man      Louis  Armstrong 

Things  to  Come 

WATCH 

"Copper    Colored    Gal"    from    Cotton 
Club  show. 

"Rainbow    on    the    River",    title    song 
for  the  picture. 

"Mav     I     Have     the    Next     Romance 
With   You". 

"There's    That    Look    in    Your    Eyes 
Again". 

(both    from    "Head    Over    Heels    in 
Love").  ..--...■ 

"William  Tell",  a  historic  swing-jam. 
LISTEN  TO 

Dolly    Dawn,   songstress   with   George 
Hail. 

Count  Basie,  of  Kansas,   now  in  New 
York. 

Ella  Fitzgerald,  with  Chick  Webb,  gal 
with   a  style. 

Martha  Rave,  of  movie  fame,  now  on 
the  air. 

LIudson-DeLange,  and  their  authentic 
swing   style.  .  : 
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Pants  are  made  for  men  and  not 
men  for  pants.  Women  are  made 
for  men  and  not  for  pants.  When 
a  man  pants  for  a  woman  and  a 
woman  for  a  man  they  are  a  pair 
of  pants.  Such  pants  don't  last. 
Pants  are  Hke  molasses;  they  are 
thinner  in  hot  weather  and  thicker 
in  cold.  The  man  in  the  moon 
changes  pants  during  the  eclipse. 
Don't  go  to  the  pantry  for  pants; 
you  might  be  mistaken.  Men  are 
often  mistaken  in  pants.  Such  mis- 
takes make  breeches  of  promise. 
There  has  been  much  discussion  as 
to  whether  pants  is  singular  or 
plural.  It  seems  to  me  that  when 
men  wear  pants  they  are  plural, 
and  when  they  don't  wear  any 
pants,  it  is  singular. 

Men  go  on  a  tear  in  their  pants 
and  it  is  all  right,  but  when  the 
pants  go  on  a  tear  it  is  all  wrong. 
— Boredwalk. 

DIARY         ' 
"December  26 — Snowin'.  Can't 
go  huntin'." 

"December  27 — Still  snowin'. 
Can't  go  huntin'." 

December  28 — Still  snowin'. 
Shot  Grandmaw." 

— Exchange. 
She — I'd  love  a  date  with  Mus- 
solini. 

Gal— Why  so? 

She — Isn't  he  the  Fascist  man 
around? 

— Exchange. 

Auctioneer:  "What  am  I  offered 
for  this  beautiful  bust  of  Robert 
Burns?" 

Man  in  crowd:  "That  ain't 
Burns,  that's  Shakespeare." 

Auctioneer:  "Well,  folks,  the 
joke's  on  me.  That  shows  what  I 
know  about   the  Bible." 

— Kitty  Kat. 


THROUGH  EDUCATION 

WITH  ROD  AND 

REEL 

First  Grade — You  learn  to  spell 
c-a-t.    This  seems  pretty  silly. 

Second  Grade — You  learn  to 
hate  the  guy  who  sits  in  front  of 
you,  and  who,  according  to  the 
teacher,  "reads  with  expression." 

Third  Grade — You  make  a 
pretty  green  and  white  tile  which 
is  of  no  use  to  anyone,  but  which 
will  remain  over  your  Mother's 
mantleplace  until  you  reach  the 
age  of  32,  when  your  wife  will 
pick  it  up  one  day  in  high  dudgeon 
and  throw  it  at  you,  breaking  both 
it  and  a  vase  worth  $9.98. 

Fourth  Grade — You  fall  in  love 
with  the  teacher  and  throw  stones 
at  the  guy  who  calls  for  her  every 
night. 

Fifth  Grade — You  learn  in 
physical  education  that  the  word 
is  not  "empire,"  but  "umpire." 

Sixth  Grade — You  fall  in  love 
with  a  girl  with  pretty  yellow 
curls. 

Seventh  Grade — You  fall  in 
love  with  a  girl  with  pretty  yellow 
curls. 

Eight  Grade — You  fall  in  love 
with  a  girl  with  pretty  yellow 
curls. 

High  School  Freshman — You 
flunk  algebra. 

Sophomore — You  flunk  geome- 
try. 

Junior — You  flunk  chemistry. 

Senior — You  flunk  English  lit- 
erature. 

College  Freshman — You  join  a 
fraternity. 

One  Month  Later — You  wish 
you  had  not  joined  a  fraternity. 

College  Sophomore — For  the 
first  time  your  folks  heard  about 
you  getting  drunk. 

College  Junior  —  You  flunk 
business    administration,    econom- 


ics, physics,  French  130a  and  Eng- 
lish literature. 

College  Senior — You  fall  in 
love  with  a  girl  with  pretty  yel- 
low hair  and  marry  her.  At  this 
point  you  discover  that  you 
haven't  learned  anything  at  all 
during  your  college  career,  or  your 
life  for  that  fact.  Your  wife  is 
the  first  to  discover  this.  You  be- 
gin to  hate  all  girls  with  pretty 
yellow  curls.  You  swear  you  will 
never  look  at  a  girl  with  pretty 
yellow  curls. 

One  Year  After  College — You 
have  a  daughter.  She  has  the  lov- 
iest  yellow  hair — naturally  curly. 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat. 

J* 

A  sign  seen  ornamenting  a  Ken- 
tucky farmer's  acres — 
NOTIS 

Trespassers  will  be  persecuted 
to  the  full  extent  of  two  mongrel 
dogs  which  ain't  never  been  too 
sociable  with  strangers,  and  one 
dubbi  barl  shotgun  which  ain't 
loaded  with  sofa  pillows.  DAM  if 
I  ain't  gettin'  tired  of  this  hell- 
raisin'   'round  my  place. 

—Log. 

"Stand  behind  your  lover,"  said 
the  Scotchman  to  his  unfaithful 
wife,  "I'm  going  to  shoot  you 
both." — Jack    o'    Lantern. 

We  were  woebegonely  watching 
Walter's  wife  who  was  washing 
with  Walter's  white  washwoman. 
Walter  was  walking  wearily  West 
with  Wanda,,  while  Walter's  wife 
wistfully  watched.  We  waited. 
Why,  we  wondered,  was  Walter 
with  Wanda?  Walter's  wife  would 
wince  whenever  Walter  would 
weakly  wave.  We  wagered  Wal- 
ter's wealth  was  what  Wanda 
wanted.  Wanda,  we  warranted, 
was  one — oh  shucks,  spoiled  it! 
— Punch  Bowl. 
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(Continued  from  page  12) 

The  couple  rose  from  their  semi- 
reclining  position  on  the  sand 
(certainly  it  was  on  the  sand — 
most  musical  comedies  take  place 
on  the  beach  at  Pakebactalepilau) 
and  went  into  what  some  inspired 
script-writer  would  undoubtedly 
describe  as  a  dance.  I,  for  one, 
could  never  walk  for  six  feet 
through  sand  without  getting  at 
least  one  shoe  full  of  it;  their  easy 
gliding  motion  amazed  me. 

As  the  orchestra  went  into  the 
seventh  chorus,  the  he  broke  away 
from  the  she  and  blithered  gaily 
in  the  direction  of  the  plaza  ad- 
joining the  Pilau  Hotel.  His  loco- 
motion was  a  sort  of  solo  waltz 
step  performed  partly  on  his  hands 
and  partly  on  his  feet.  For  a  se- 
quence of  four  or  five  measures 
he  was  plowing  up  the  beach  with 
his  nose,  but  I  understand  that  this 
was  because  he  had  stumbled  over 
a  buried  gin  bottle  and  the  whole 
thing  should  have  been  cut  out. 

Reaching  the  plaza,  he  broke 
into  a  tap-step  that  sounded  like 
nothing  more  than  a  machine-gun 
with  the  hiccoughs.  A  sudden 
blast  from  the  brass  section  of  the 
orchestra  indicated  that  something 
momentous  was  about  to  happen. 
I  hoped  for  an  end  to  the  terpis- 
chorean  endeavors,  but  no — it  was 
merely  the  entrance  of  the  chorus. 

A  single  line  of  somewhat  over- 
stuffed and  underdressed  damsels 
capered  in  from  the  left.  Another 
line  of  similar  O  &  U  D  pranced 
on  trom  the  left.  They  began  a 
snake -da  nee  that  surpassed  any- 
thing I  have  ever  seen  on  a  foot- 
ball Ju'ld  when  the  home  team  de- 
teats  its  most  hated  rivals  by  a  65 
point  margin.  This  lasted  for  four 
more  choruses.  I  began  to  recog- 
nize and  wait  for  a  particularly 
sour    note    th.il    llie    third    clarinet 


always  seemed  to  hit  in  the  third 
line — you  know,  the  line  that  goes 
"You're  angellic  and  divine,  jeez 
you're  a  honey." 

By  this  point  I  was  sunk  in  a 
sort  of  stupor,  and  failed  to  notice 
the  entrance  of  another  still  larger 
chorus  until  it  was  completely  on 
the  stage.  When  I  say  completely, 
I  mean  it  literally  and  in  more 
than  one  sense.  I  have  heard  since 
that  one  of  the  girls  came  on  with 
a  handkerchief  in  her  hand  and 
they  had  to  re-film  the  entire 
scene  because  she  looked  to  be  car- 
rying a  spare  costume. 

Needless  to  say,  more  and  more 
dancers  kept  coming  on  the  stage 
until  it  was  so  full  that  had  they 
attempted  a  kick-step  none  of 
them, except  those  in  the  back  row, 
would  have  been  able  to  sit  down 
for  several  days  on  end  (no  pun 
intended,  but  it  is  pretty  good). 
During  all  this  interval  the  hero 
— poor  fellow — was  conducting  a 
sort  of  one-man  marathon  out  in 
front  of  the  mob.  I  realized  from 
past  experience  that  it  was  nearly 
time  for  the  entrance  of  the  hero- 
ine, and  began  vaguely  to  wonder 
how  she  would  be  able  to  find  her 
way  through  the  dense  crowd  of 
careening  chorines  to  the  hero. 

The  solution  of  the  dilemma 
was  singularly  simple.  She  entered 
on  snow-shoes  and  quite  calmly 
made  her  way  to  the  front  by 
gliding  forward  above  the  glossy 
greased  heads  of  a  gang  of  gigolos 
who  had  formed  a  sort  of  path 
down  the  center  of  the  multitude. 

With  the  hero  and  heroine  at 
last  re-united,  I  expected  a  cessa- 
tion of  the  careening  and  a  return 
to  the  alleged  plot  of  the  picture. 
But  again,  no.  There  remained  no 
room  on  the  stage  for  an  addi- 
tional influx  of  dancers,  but  the 
orchestra  had  not  yet  been  shown 


to  the  palpitating  public,  and 
something  had  to  be  done  about 
it. 

Something  was  done.  The  musi- 
cians (so-called  for  want  of  a  bet- 
ter printable  name)  were  lowered 
from  above  on  supposedly  invisible 
and  obviously  insecure  wires.  Sus- 
pended a  few  feet  above  the  heads 
of  the  chorus,  they  riffed  away 
merrily  for  another  chorus  or  two. 
Suddenly  the  scene  became  darker. 
Cotton  clouds  were  low^ered  on 
more  invisible  wires  and  a  storm 
of  paper  rain  began  to  fall.  This 
was  very  allegorical,  although  the 
meaning  of  same  has  not  yet  been 
discovered.  My  personal  opinion 
is  that  it  was  intended  to  be  indi- 
cative of  the  fact  that  the  audi- 
ence by  now  was  in  tears. 

Even  this  touching  scene  could 
not  (thank  God!)  last  forever. 
The  musicians  were  drawn  up  into 
the  clouds,  and  the  ensemble  was 
hoisted  out  of  the  range  of  the 
cameras.  The  dancers  filed  off  the 
stage.  It  took  them  fourteen  min- 
utes, moving  at  a  fairly  fast  pace. 
The  hero  and  heroine  dropped 
dead  from  exhaustion  (dramatic!) 
Ushers  rushed  in  with  stretchers 
and  carried  out  those  members  of 
the  audience  who  by  now  were  too 
weak  to  walk.  I  managed  to  stag- 
ger out  into  the  open  air  under  my 
own  power,  and  it  was  about  then, 
your  honor,  that  my  mind  became 
a  total  blank. 

"Clearly  a  case  of  temporary  in- 
sanity," chorused  the  jury. 

"Dismissed,"  murmured  the 
judge,  slipping  the  defendant  a 
five  dollar  bill. 

J* 

The  professor  rapped  on  his 
desk  and  yelled,  "Gentlemen, 
order." 

The  entire  class  shouted:  "Beer." 
— Frivol. 
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(Continued  from  page  9) 

Julian  (seating  himself  near 
her)  :  Iris,  I  want  to  ask  you  some- 
thing. 

Iris  (the  faraway  look  again)  : 
Ah! 

Julian:  We  have  been  good 
friends  for  some  years. 

Iris:  Are  you  trying  to  remind 
me  of  my  age? 

Julian  (drawing  his  chair  near- 
er) :  You  know  me  better.  To- 
night is  different. 

Iris  (gazing  up  languorously 
through  smouldering  eyes)  :  Ah! 

Julian:    You    are    a    writer    and 
know  something  about  life.    Pos- 
sibly you  will  teach  me. 
Iris:  Ahhh! 

Julian  (drawing  a  sheet  of  pa- 
per from  his  coat  pocket):  Will 
you  let  me  read  this  to  you? 

Iris  (watching  him  with  still 
smouldering  eyes)  :  Yes,  Julian. 

Julian    (reading)  : 
The    rock-crystal    day    brings    an 

opaqueness. 
Now    the    thrush    is    silent.     The 

waves  rush,  break. 
Plentitudinous    twilight    inundates 
the  silence. 
(Iris  looks  somewhat  puzzled.) 
The  earth  undulates.    Gargantuan 

heavings  rumble. 
The  sky  is  mauve,  now  cerise,  now 

maroon.    Here 
Is    nothing.      Nothing.      Nothing. 

Only  nothing.    Ever 
Nothing.      Mechanized    emptiness 

of  meaning.    Thus 
Man  perpetuates  the  be-all-end-all 

mystery. 
(Iris  rises  to  a  sitting  position.) 
Postulates    are    mutely    evanescent 

in  this  hour. 
Somehow  disciples  of  disdain  find 

expression. 
My  own,  my  heart's  true  love  .  .  . 
Iris  (understanding  at  least  this 
last):  Ah!! 


Julian   (continuing)  : 
The  fangs  of  gray  death  pierce  all. 

All  is  all. 
Singular    nothingness    is    all.     See 

how  fauna 
Cavort  meaninglessly.  Now  brook- 
babblings, 
Sea-seethings,     river-ripplings     are 

undone. 
Bathos.    My  own,  my  heart's  true 
love.    Nothingness. 

Iris;  What  is  this? 

Julian:  My  poem.  I  want  your 
opinion  of  it. 

Ins:  You  worm,  you  excrescent 
batrachian!  You  are  like  a  mole  in 
your  smug  blindness. 

Julian:  What  do  you  mean? 

Iris:  Here  I  pose  beautifully  on 
your  cba'ne  lounge  in  my  most  at- 
tractive low-cut  evening  gown 
and  what  do  you  do?  You  bleat. 
You  dabble.    You  drive  me  mad. 

Julian    (calling)  :   Smithers! 

Iris:  I  had  hopes  for  you. 

Julian:  So  did  Smithers.  (Smith- 
ers appears  at  the  right.)  The  lady 
is  leaving. 

Iris:  Bah!     (She  exits  at  left.) 
The  Curtain  Falls. 

Act  Three 

The  curtain  rises  on  a  splendid 
sunken  bath,  all  done  in  lavender 
tile.  The  sunken  bath  is  in  the 
center  stage,  and  there  is  a  door  at 
the  left.  The  bath  is  palatial.  It 
revives  memories  of  the  Roman 
era.  Julian  is  in  the  bath.  He  is 
striving  with  his  tenor  range  to 
render  an  aria  from  Massenet's  Le 
Cid. 

Julian:  O  souverain,  o  jiige,  a 
pere! 

(Smithers  enters  at  left.  He  en- 
ters with  a  determination  evident 
to  even  the  second  row  if  anyone 
is  there  by  this  time.) 

Smithers:  Good  day,  sir.  I  trust 
you  enjoy  the  bath. 


Julian  (bellowing)  :  O  souver- 
ain,  0  jiige,  o  pere!!!  ■  ■  - 

Smithers:  Caruso  is  turning  over 
in  his  grave,  sir. 

Julian:  What  of  it? 

Smithers  (with  deadly  insouci- 
ance in  his  voice):  I  just  thought 
you'd  like  to  know,  sir,  before  you 
finished  the  aria. 

Julian:  You  are  insulting. 

Smithers:  And  you  are  wet. 

Julian  (plunging  down  into  the 
water)  :   Blub-blub-blub. 

Smithers:  That  sounds  more  na- 
tural, sir. 

Julian:  What's  that? 

Smithers:  You  show  a  fishes' 
proclivities  in  keeping  your  mouth 
open,  sir. 

Julian  (enraged):  You  go  too 
far,  Smithers. 

Smithers:  And  you,  sir,  did  not 
go  far  enough. 

Julian:  Don't  quibble.  What  do 
you  mean? 

Smithers:  I  have  a  note  from  the 
lady,  sir.     (He  unfolds  it.) 

Julian:  Are  you  going  to  read  it 
aloud  to  me  or  do  I  have  to  wait 
until  you  have  enjoyed  it  suffi- 
ciently? 

Smithers:   No,  sir.     (He  reads.) 

Dear  Julian: 

You   have   driven   me    to   ex- 
treme measures.    I  am  entering 

a  convent  to  forget  you.    Your 

insipidity    has    thwarted    every 

natural  instinct.  I  posed  for  you 

in  vain,  and  you  in  vanity  posed 

for  me.    Farewell  forever. 

Iris. 

Julian:  She  has  left  me! 

Smithers  (touched  and  a  little 
relenting)  :  I  think  it  best  that  I 
leave  too,  sir. 

Julian:  Are  you  going  to  enter 
a  convent  too? 

Smithers  (his  heart  hardened 
forever)  :  There  is  nothing  more 
to  say,  sir. 
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Julian:  Before  you  go,  Smithers 

Smichers  (an  infinitesimal  mite 
of  pity  seizing  him  at  the  last) : 
Yes,  sir? 

Julian:   Will  you  turn  on  some 
more  hot  water  before  you  go? 
Final  Curtain   (Thank  God) 
,»« 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
stand  why  JEAN  persists  in  tak- 
ing SAM  RUGG,  Phi  Psi  pledge, 
to  various  dispensaries  of  the 
amber  fluid  on  Friday  afternoons 
in  the  company  of  another  couple. 
The  two  gals  buy  all  the  boys  can 
take.  .  .  .  My,  will  wonders  never 
cease. 

JOHNNY  PHELAN,  rotund 
crooner  of  Phi  Sigh,  is  having 
trouble  with    a   pledge   of   Pi   Phi 

named  SUSAN  SWAN Seems 

she  is  ambitious,  too.  .  .  .  Wants 
to  see  just  how  much  these  North- 
western men  can  be  taken  for. 
.  .  .  Funny  thing,  too.  .  .  .  JERRY 
EGAN,  Sig  X.,  is  blindly  trying 
to  move  the  poor  boy  out  ...  or 
is  he  lucky?  EGAN  never  picked 
a  winner  yet!  Fie  and  TED  FiOP- 
KINS  of  the  same  tribe  have  been 
tr\'ing  hard  for  years  to  dope  the 
hay-burners,  horses  to  youse  who 
are  not  acquainted  with  the  sport 
of  Kings,  with  no  luck.  .  .  .  And 
as  I  always  say,  if  you  can't 
pick  the  nags  you  can't  pick 
the  women,  because  neither  one 
ever  run  on  their  form,  even 
though  the  women  can  do  more 
with  it  than  Fiorses. 

Speaking  of  organizations,  one 
of  the  most  absurd  is  DELTA 
PUGFi.  .  .  .  And,  of  course,  it 
would  be  composed  mostly  of 
KAPPAS  and  PHI  PSIS.  Their 
identification  is  a  paper  clip  worn 
on  the  lapel  which  indicates  how 
badly  twisted  around  one  must  be, 
to  join.    BILL  DONAHUE  is  the 


Grand  exalted  Pugh  and  under  his 
capable  leadership  the  organiza- 
tion has  decayed  to  its  present  in- 
efficient state.  .  .  .  Club  meetings 
are  generally  held  Friday  after- 
noons at  one  of  the  famous  spas 
on  Dempster  Street.  If  you  care 
to  take  up  with  them,  there  is 
no  admission  charge  and  require- 
ments are  not  very  stringent  .  .  . 
simply  tear  off  the  top  of  any  seat 
in  the  Huddle,  write  your  name 
on  the  back  of  it,  and  send  to  the 
Royal  Odor  of  Delta  Pugh 
Phewy. 

The  prize  little  spell-binder  of 
the  class  of  '40  (may  they  live  that 
long)  is  a  Theta  Pledge.  .  .  . 
SALLY  NEWTON  of  the  Asbury 
Street  Newtons.  She  has  more 
dates  on  the  same  night  than  a 
millionaire  has  friends.  .  .  .  Our 
hats  are  off  to  her.  .  .  .  The  boy 
who  at  present  is  on  the  ride  is 
CHET  Dugan,  D.U.,  from  Ohio 
State,  and  he  doesn't  know  it,  I 
don't  think.  The  reason  we  like 
her  technique  is  because  they  all 
come  back  for  more.  Santa  Claus 
had  round  shoulders  carrying  little 
tokens  to  her  shanty  from  so 
many  admirers  who  would  cut  off 
their  left  knee  to  be  back  a 
pitchin'   that  woo. 

HERB  FORTLEGE  of  The 
Delt  Tribe  has  been  seeing  a  good 
deal  of  SALLY  ANDERSON, 
Tri  Delt.  .  .  .  Now  don't  take  me 
wrong  ...  it  is  just  a  respectable 
amount,  so  we  understand.  .  .  . 
After  one  of  the  Dine,  Dance,  and 
Dunk  parties  they  renewed  pro- 
ceedings way  out  west  abit  and 
then  came  home  to  her  lodge.  .  .  . 
Herb  was  stopped  cold  when  he 
tried  to  express  his  sentimentality 
toward  the  little  gal  because  she 
felt  they  weren't  well  enough  ac- 
quainted. .  .  .  Hum.  Hum.  How 
those  excuses  seem  to  degenerate 
over   the  years   .    .    .   personally   I 


PURPLE     PARROT 

think  it  is  the  best  way  of  getting 
acquainted. 

JO  HOFF,  Kappa  pledge,  con- 
tinues to  cast  much  consternation 
in  the  hearts  of  many  of  the  boys. 
.  .  .  Most  noticeable,  of  course,  is 
HARRY  FLEER,  Fiji  warbler. 
HARRY  has  something  that  they 
like,  I  guess,  but  just  what  no  one 
seems  to  know  or  else  they  never 
hesitate  long  enough  after  they 
find  out  the  secret  to  classify  it. 
Even  JO  could  go  wrong  .  .  .  she 
dated  PETE  LAMBROS  a  few 
times,  but  old  suaveness  failed  to 
score  any  headway.  .  .  .  Don't  let 
them  get  you  tied  down,  JO.  I 
know  all  kinds  of  the  lads  who 
would  love  to  wait  for  you,  even 
on   the   Kappa  doorstep. 

At  the  Patterson  debut  party 
w^e  failed  to  see  what  we  would 
call  a  very  representative  group 
from  the  alma  mammy.  .  .  JOHN 
SHUMWAY,  Fiji,  was  having 
quite  a  time  for  himself  though 
yours  truly  saw  so  little  to  have 
a  good  time  with  other  than  a 
few  rather  liquid  subjects  very  re- 
splendent behind  rather  imposing 
labels.  .  .  and  as  long  as  she  did 
see,  she  had  much  fun  with  them. 
However,  poor  old  Bacchus  could 
not  overtake  me  in  time  to  spare 
me  the  dubious  honor  of  receiving 
one  of  the  better  Johnson  Beyers 
crockery  shows  in  true  Pepsodent 
style.  .  .  .  What  I  am  trying  to 
say  is  he  hasn't  lost  that  sickening 
smile.  My  how  bitter  you  have 
gotten  in  your  old  age,  Thursday! 

CARL  "WOODEN  SHOES" 
DEVRY,  Wrangler  footballer,  has 
decided  to  lead  that  organization 
back  to  social  life.  ...  A  more 
capable  leader  could  not  have  been 
chosen  because  Carl's  suave  man- 
ner more  than  makes  up  for  the 
little  social  slip-ups  his  brothers 
might  make  such  as.  .  .  .  LES 
SHREIBER     throwing     a     body 
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block  on  the  first  person  who 
bumps  him  on  the  dance  floor  or 
ED  FATHER  KLAMM  losing 
that  wig  with  those  three  prize 
hairs.  .  .  .  Just  where  to  commence 
the  attack  is  now  a  problem,  but 
it  is  rumored  that  the  first  objec- 
tive is  to  capture  PAT  HOWELL 
in  the  Phi  lodge,  which  we  predict 
would  be  about  as  successful  as 
the  Swiss  Navy  firing  on  Gibraltar. 

GREG  HACKLER,  Fiji's  junior 
class  president,  is  hanging  on  with 
all  his  might  in  the  EV  SCHU- 
MAN  league.  How  long  it  will 
last  is  about  like  saying  when  the 
Spanish  civil  war  will  end.  .  .  . 
Both  sides  would  experience  no 
great  loss.  TOM  DUNLAP 
could  probably  fix  him  up  some 
where  else.  .  .  .  Maybe  something 
like  the  WELLESLEY  blonde  he 
procured  for  BOBBY  ASH- 
TRAY KOESTNER. 

Things  about  them.  .  .  .  MARG 
KENNY,  Theta,  is  trying  to  fix 
up  a  date  for  a  sorority  sister  with 
her  brother  ...  at  this  writing 
they  are  at  the  picture  exchanging 
stage  .  .  .  well,  stay  with  it.  .  .  . 
All  is  not  well  in  the  MINSCHIN- 
CLARK  duo.  .  .  .  Seems  the  little 
Pi  Phi  is  all  for  giving  little 
GEORGIANNA  a  fling  before 
graduation.  .  .  .  Though  many 
have  wondered  just  how  JANIE 
MAC  INTOSH  was  getting  on 
with  ADYN  SCHUYLER,  we 
would  like  to  bet  that  he  is  the 
king  pin  in  that  circuit  and  is  in 
no  danger  of  being  crowded  out 
of  the  title.  .  .  .  JACK  SHAN- 
NON, Delt,  after  rather  strange 
breakoff  with  B.  J.  PRICE,  Kappa, 
who  walked  in  the  Theta  house 
one  night  when  he  was  calling  for 
BETTY  CHILDS,  "a  family 
friend,"  is  casting  longing  looks 
at  the  Pi  Phi  lodge  as  a  possible 
new  scene  of  conquest.  .  .  .  BOB 
CUMMINS,    Phi    Psi,    should   by 


rights  be  sued  for  writing  in  the 
name  of  the  STOOGE  and  put- 
ting it  in  with  other  Junior  Prom 
publicity  as  paid  advertisement  for 
the  daily.  .  .  .  Which  reminds  us 
that  as  the  Stooge  was  killed  .  .  . 
remember  that  famous  line,  "The 
Stooge — An  Obituary"  .  .  .  we 
predict  about  the  same  thing  for 
the  Daily.  ...  If  it  fails  to  im- 
prove no  doubt  next  year  the 
Parrot  will  carry  a  similar  editorial 
such  as — "The  Daily — an  Obit- 
uary." .  .  .  Oh,  well. 

MARY  LEE  BROWN,  Theta, 
is  now  the  wearer  of  the  sword 
and  shield  of  old  Phi  Delta  Theta 
having  received  it  from  GENE 
JACKSON.  ...  My  what  a  fine 
choice  but  why  must  they  always 
do  the  same  thing  .  .  .  hang  pins? 
...  In  St.  Louis  they  refer  to  a 
girl's  legs  as  gams  .  .  .  not  very 
interesting  but  just  so  you  will 
know.  .  .  .  For  old  friends  to 
know.  .  .  .  RUTH  KVITEK  has 
a  Delt  pin  beneath  her  Pi  Phi  ar- 
row. .  .  .  KARL  YONTS  and 
GINNY  DURAND,  Gimme  Five, 
have  finally  let  each  other  know 
they're  nuts  about  doing  a  duo 
act.  .  .  .  GINNY  decided  she  was 
that  way  about  KARL  in  church. 
...  My  Gawd!  .  .  .  ABERG  of 
the  same  troupe  thinks  TONY 
MAIDMENT  is  tops  but  she  took 
DICK  KELLY  to  her  formal.  .  . 
Maybe  she  is  trying  to  fool  him. 
.  .  .  Aw  Double  Ugly  .  .  .  they 
are  all  doing  it! 

As  your  closing  thought  I  give 
.  .  .  she  was  only  a  commoner  who 
loved  a  king  .  .  .  but  he  couldn't 
abdicate  and  eat  it  too. 

YOUR  GIRL  THURSDAY. 
J* 

Sign  in  girl's  dormitory:  "If 
you  need  a  man  after  ten  o'clock, 
call  the  janitor. 

Idaho  Bucket. 


I  hold  her  in  my  arms  ...  a 
feeling  of  warmth  creeps  over  me 
...  I  pull  her  closer  .  .  .  her  soft 
rosiness  pressed  tightly  against  my 
cheeks  .  .  .  soothing  .  .  .  satisfying 
.  .  .  perfect  bliss  ...  I  could  lie 
here  forever  with  Emma — my 
trusty  hot-water  bottle! 

— Widow . 

"My,  you  dance  divinely." 

He  blushed  furiously  but  did 
not  reply. 

"Am  I  holding  you  too  tight- 
ly?" 

He  smiled  and  snuggled  closer, 
as  they  want  into  an  unorthodox 
hold.  An  arm  around  the  waist 
began  to  squeeze  just  the  tiniest 
bit,  and  his  face  immediately 
turned  a  bright  red. 

"The  floor  isn't  so  smooth  this 
evening,"  he  offered,  attempting 
to  make  conversation. 

"It's  good  enough,"  was  the  in- 
different reply.  Then,  "Quite  a 
crowd  tonight,  isn't  there?"  Here 
a  plump  leg  was  gently  pressed 
to  his. 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply.  "And 
seems    they   are   all   watching  us." 

"We  should  worry,"  he  said  re- 
assuringly. "Don't  mind  them  in 
the  least." 

"Oh,  I  don't."  Suddenly  they 
were  rudely  thrust  apart. 

"Hey,  looka  here,  if  you  two 
hams  don't  start  wrestlin'  and 
quit  stallin'  around,  I'm  gonna 
disqualify  ya  both."  The  referee 
had  spoken  his  piece. 

—Yellow  JcickeL 


The  coed  who  will  not  neck 
does  not  exist.  It  is  admitted, 
however,  that  occasionally  the  op- 
portunity just  doesn't  present  it- 
self. 

—Old  Line. 
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(Continued  from  page  6) 
which  would  lead  to  a  vigorous 
campaign  against  the  quality  of 
nuts  served,  but  found  that  they 
subsist  entirely  upon  acorns,  shoots 
from  ash  trees  and  garbage. 

Contentment  and  happiness 
seem  to  be  their  lot.  Their  pres- 
ence offers  no  end  of  amusement 
for  the  campus  dogs  and  their  an- 
tics provides  entertainment  and 
inspiration  for  the  student  body. 
They  are  tradition  and  their  exist- 
ence is  a  link  with  the  distant  past. 

SPEED 

Dyed  in  the  wool  New  Eng- 
Lindcrs  and  particularly  Bostoni- 
ans  are  supposed  to  be  slightly 
contemptous  of  the  Middle  West. 
Natives  of  the  home  of  the  cod  are 
scornful  of  our  culture  and  find 
little  of  interest  in  Chicago  save 
the  stock  yards. 

Not  long  ago  we  ran  into  one 
who  is  different.  We  went  down 
to  meet  him  at  the  University 
club  where  he  was  staying  because 
the  atmosphere  was  stable  enough 
to  keep  him  from  getting  home- 
sick. 

True  to  expectation,  he  showed 
no  desire  to  be  taken  to  our  points 
of  interest,  yet  despite  this  he 
seemed  impressed  with  Chicago. 

Furtively  we  hoped  the  old  boy 
had  found  something  which  he 
considered  worthwhile  and  up  to 
Boston  standards  in  the  Art  Insti- 
tute or  one  of  the  local  playhouses, 
but  he  said  he  had  been  to  neither. 
Finally  wc  asked  him  what  had 
struck  him  so  forcibly. 

"Those  elevators  in  the  Marshall 
Field  building,"  he  said,  "My  God, 
they  go  a  mile  a  minute." 

TRAVELOGUE 
Travel    abroad    is    always    more 
beneficial    to    the   student   of   lan- 
guages.    Through    his    ability    to 
speak   with   the  natives,   he   is  en- 


abled to  get  first  hand  knowledge 
of  the  thoughts,  lives  and  philoso- 
phies of  other  peoples. 

Everyone  has  heard  the  old  one 
about  the  American  who  pops  off 
in  vile  French  and  is  answered  in 
flawless  English,  but  this  one  has 
a  different  twist. 

A  friend  of  ours  was  in  Mar- 
seilles. In  order  to  get  the  most 
for  his  money,  he  decided  to  pose 
as  a  Frenchman. 

Accordingly  he  entered  a  curio 
shop  and  talked  to  the  merchant 
for  several  minutes  in  what  he  re- 
garded as  fluent  French.  The  pro- 
prietor tried  to  work  in  a  word  or 
two,  but  the  lad  was  too  smart  for 
him — he  wanted  to  get  in  his  say 
first. 

Finally  the  shop  keeper  raised 
his  hand. 

"Monsieur,"  he  said,  "Je  ne  spik 
Englese." 

Our  friend  decided  that  the  pro- 
prietor did  not  know  his  own  lan- 
guage. 

SMART  YOUNGSTER 
Talking  to  Santa  Claus  used  to 
be  a  big  thrill,  but  of  recent 
years,  since  we  learned  that  every 
department  store  has  one  on  tap, 
we  have  come  to  regard  talking  to 
him  as  small  stuff. 

During  the  recent  Christmas 
holiday,  we  carried  on  conversa- 
tions with  several  downtown 
Clauses.  All  of  them  had  more  or 
less  interesting  tales  to  relate.  One 
of  them,  however,  had  what  we 
regarded  as  prize  yarn. 

Fie  had  been  chosen  for  his  posi- 
tion because  of  his  superior  ability 
in  talking  to  the  youngsters.  Sel- 
dom did  a  mother  pass  with  a 
small  child  but  he  had  some  cheery 
word.  Many  of  the  kids  he  said 
are  disillusioned  on  the  Santa  angle 
these  days,  but  then  what  do  you 
expect  of  a  realistic  age? 


It  was  customary  with  him  to 
ask  the  kiddies  what  they  wanted 
for  Christmas.  If  they  had  some- 
thing they  wanted,  he  would  write 
it  down  for  future  reference.  One 
morning  a  young  mother  came 
past  with  a  bright  looking  young- 
ster in  tow. 

"And  what,  young  fellow,  do 
you  want  for  Christmas?"  Santa 
inquired. 

"What  the  Fiell,  didn't  you  get 
my  letter  YET?"  answered  the 
irate  kid. 

GASOLINE  AND  KISSES 

The  parking  problem  in  Evans- 
ton  is  becoming  more  acute  every 
day.  If  you  don't  believe  it,  just 
start  down  for  the  bank  some  Sat- 
urday morning  and  try  to  find  a 
spot  to  leave  the  car  while  you 
dash  in  to  draw  out  those  last  five 
dollars.  If  you  get  started  by  ten, 
you  might  be  able  to  get  in  the 
bank  before  it  closes,  but  you  will 
be  lucky. 

This  came  to  us  only  by  hearsay 
and  we  won't  vouch  for  it.  We 
give  it  to  you  anyway. 

The  story  goes  that  during  the 
Christmas  rush,  one  of  the  boys 
started  downtown  of  a  Saturday 
morning.  Fie  was  patiently  plug- 
ging around  the  business  district 
looking  for  a  place  to  park.  On 
his  fifth  trip  around,  he  noticed  a 
comely  young  girl  in  the  same 
difficulty. 

They  passed  each  other  several 
times  and  finally  she  smiled  at  him. 
Crawling  down  the  main  drag  for 
the  fiftieth  time,  they  lined  up  side 
by  side  at  the  Fountain  square 
light  and  held  hands  while  wait- 
ing for  a  green  signal. 

By  the  time  they  had  cruised 
around  sixty  more  times,  they 
were  blowing  kisses  at  each  other. 
On  the  two-hundredth  circuit,  he 
called  to  her   to   follow  him.    Fie 
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led  her  to  the  Methodist  church 
where  they  found  parking  spaces. 
There  they  were  married. 

Who  says  there  is  no  romance  in 
this  mechanical  age? 


MURDER  IN  THE  AIR 
Ralph  Sailor 

Stealthily    slouching    through   the 
Slime 

Sludge 

Slush 

Slop 

Steadily  approaches  a 
Slothful 

Slinking 

Slovenly 

Shipshod 

Sluggard 

For  an  instance  the 
Gruesome 
Gory 

Groggy 

Grimy 

Figure 
Becomes 

Active 

Anxious 
Alert 

Apprehensive. 

Then  a  revengeful  oath, 
A  hopeless  plead, 

A   fearful  shriek, 
Are  climaxed  by  two  pistol  shots. 

And  a  brilliant  flash  of  lightning 
Reveals  two  dying  figures 
Groveling 
Gasping 

Grappling 

Groping 
In  a  puddle  of 
Slime 

Sludge 

Slush 

Slop. 


The  minister  arose  to  address  his 
congregation.  "There  is  a  certain 
man  among  us  today  who  is  flirt- 
ing with  another  man's  wife.  Un- 
less he  puts  five  dollars  in  the  col- 
lection box,  his  name  will  be  read 
from  the  pulpit." 

When  the  collection  plate  came 
in,  there  were  nineteen  five  dollar 
bills  and  a  two  dollar  one  with 
this  note  attached:  "Other  three 
pay  day." 

— Au'gwaii. 

Reformer:  "Stop,  friend,  do  you 
think  a  glass  of  that  vile  stuff  will 
quench  your  thirst?" 

Psi  U:  "Nope,  I'm  gonna  drink 
the  whole  jug." 

— Jester. 

Elmer,  age  f  3,  was  puzzled  over 
the  girl  problem  and  discussed  it 
with  his  pal,  Joe. 

"I've  walked  to  school  with  her 
three  times,"  he  told  Joe,  "and 
carried  her  books.  I  bought  her 
ice-cream  sodas  twice.  Now  do 
you  think  I  ought  to  kiss  her?" 

"Naw,  you  don't  need  to,"  Joe 
decided,  after  a  moment  of  deep 
thought.  "You've  done  enough 
for  that  girl  already." 

— Duke'n'  Duchess. 


An  old  lady  who  was  about  to 
die  told  her  niece  to  bury  her  in 
her  black  silk  dress  but  to  cut  the 
back  out  and  make  herself  a  dress. 
"Oh,  Aunt  Mary,"  said  the  niece, 
"I  don't  want  to  do  that.  When 
you  and  Uncle  Charlie  walk  up 
the  golden  stairs,  I  don't  ^^ant 
people  to  see  you  without  any  back 
in  your  dress,"  to  which  the  old 
lady  replied — "They  won't  be 
looking  at  me.  I  buried  your 
Uncle  Charlie  without  his  pants." 

— Lyre. 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


(Conf'niiicd  from  page  16) 
that  it  had  the  finest  second  team 
in  the  conference.  They  were  a 
ready  and  tough  crew.  When 
streaks  were  served  to  them  they 
asked  for  buckles  and  wore  them 
for  belts.  The  nets  were  originally 
placed  around  the  floor  in  practice 
to  keep  the  ball  in  hand,  but  lately 
they  have  served  their  purpose  to 
keep  Tug  Blume,  the  team's  one- 
man  fast-break,  in  the  confines  of 
the  gym. 

Yes  basketball  is  a  funny  thing 
in  itself.  A  player  jumps  high  in 
the  air  for  a  leather  sphere  that  has 
nothing  inside  of  it.  If  he  gets  pos- 
session of  it,  he  dribbles  madly 
toward  a  silly  hoop  with  a  net  and 
tries  to  throw  the  ball  through  it. 
If  he  makes  the  basket  he  curses 
because  he  must  start  all  over 
again,  and  he  curses  if  he  doesn't. 
Two  men  follow  the  play  and  try 
to  outguess  each  other  as  to  how 
rough  the  game  should  be.  The 
coach  tears  his  hair  if  his  team 
loses,  and  yet,  if  he  wins,  he  tells 
the  opponents'  coach  he  was  lucky. 
I  can't  figure  it  out. 


A  little  girl  stood  in  a  city  meat 
market  waiting  for  someone  to 
wait  on  her.  Finally  the  proprie- 
tor approached  courteously  and 
said,  "Is  there  something  you 
would  like,  little  girl?" 

"Oh,  yes,  sir,"  she  replied,  "I 
want  a  diamond  ring,  and  a  mink 
coat,  a  pug  dog,  and  a  real  N.  U. 
college  boy,  but  all  Ma  wants  is 
ten  cents  worth  of  bologna." 

—Red  Cat. 

Are  )'ou  so  homely  that  you 
always  look  at  the  reverse  side 
of  a  pocket  mirror  to  keep  from 
scaring  yourself  to  death?  Do  you 
sleep  with  your  face  in  the  pillow 


just  to  be  kind  to  burglars?  Do 
men  dodge  you  when  you  walk 
down  the  street  instead  of  Pack- 
arding  or  Rolls-Roycing  you?  Are 
you  knock-kneed,  c  r  o  s  s-e  y  e  d, 
pigeon-toed,  and  hawk-nosed?  Do 
you  have  to  pretend  that  every 
day  is  Hallowe'en  before  you  have 
the  courage  to  go  downtown?  Are 
you  the  kind  of  girl  that  jealous 
wives  like  their  husbands  to  go 
out  with?  Are  you  lantern- jawed 
and  droop-lipped?  Do  you  pra\^ 
for  rain  so  that  you  can  hide  be- 
hind an  umbrella?  Are  you  sweet 
sixteen  and  never  been  kissed?  Do 
crooners  swoon  when  you  look  at 
the  radio?  Do  your  hands  dangle 
below  your  knees  and  does  your 
pair  of  shoes  equal  one  cow?  Are 
you  called  to  the  'phone  every  five 
minutes  to  turn  down  a  side-show 
offer?  Do  you  protect  yourself 
from  peeping  Toms  by  leaving 
the  shades  up? 

Now  then,  take  stock  of  your- 
self. Get  a  toe-hold  in  the  car- 
pet and  crack  the  mirror  with  one 
good  stare.  Are  you  the  female 
described  above?  If  so,  sister,  I'll 
pay  you  fifty  dollars  spot  cash  for 
an  answer  to  this  article.  All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  drop  me  a  line 
and  tell  me  the  hiding  place  of 
that  dizzy,  long-eared  bum  who 
dug  you  up  for  me  in  a  blind  date 
last  Saturday  night. 

— Prni/    P/iiicb   Bonl. 


Hello,  Jack  .  .  .  Yeh,  it's  me. 
Say,  Jack  .  .  .  no,  I  don't  wanna 
borrow  your  typewriter  .  .  .  no, 
thanks,  I  got  plenty  of  paper  and 
pencils.  .  .  .  No,  listen.  Jack,  I'm 
kinda  worried  about  something, 
and  maybe  you  can  help  me  out 
because  you  been  around  a  lot, 
see  .  .  .  no,  no,  it's  nothin'  like 
that.  'Member  that  gal  I  told  you 
about    at    the    beginning    of    the 


quarter?  .  .  .  No,  not  that  one; 
she  had  to  leave  school.  That  is 
the  one  that  sits  in  front  of  me 
in  class.  .  .  .  Yeh,  yeh,  that's  the 
one.  Well,  I  finally  called  up  for 
a  date  .  .  .  no,  I  didn't  get  the 
date;  that's  what  I  want  to  ask 
you  about;  maybe  I  said  the 
wrong  thing — you  know  how  I  go 
all  to  pieces  when  I  talk  to  a 
woman.  .  .  .  What  did  I  say?  Well, 
at  first  she  didn't  remember  me, 
so  I  told  her  what  I  looked  like 
.  .  .  what  was  that,  Jack?  .  .  .  Oh, 
nothing.  Well,  anyway  I  finally 
pinned  her  down  and  she  said 
maybe  she  wasn't  doin'  anything 
Saturday  night,  so  I  asked  her 
maybe  if  I  came  over  we  could 
study  together,  and  do  you  know 
.  .  .  Hello,  Jack,  hey,  hey,  what 
in  the  hell,  he  hung  up — now  ain't 
that  funny,  she  hung  up  on  me 
too — tsk,   tsk,  tsk. 

— Chaparral. 
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MIGHTY  GOOD   ADVICE,"  SAYS  THIS 
HARD-RIDING  TEXAS  COW  PUNCHER 
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"AFTER  RIDING  HERD  from 
sun-up  to  sun-down,  the  chuck- 
wagon  looks  mighty  good  to 
me,"  says  Fred  Mc  Daniel  f(/6o!ft 
iiho  right}.  "But  I  wouldn't 
enjoy  my  'chuck'  half  as  much 
without  the  pleasure  I  get  from 
smoking  Camels  with  my  meals 
and  afterwards.  After  a  good 
meal  and  Camels  I  feel  plenty 
0,K.  Camels  set  me  right!  And 
they  never  get  on  my  nerves." 


tJmoking  Camels,  you  enjoy  a  sense  of 
ease  while  eating,  and  afterwards  too! 
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TURKISH  &  DOMESTIC  It 

BLEND  I,, 

^        CICARETTES         ^fc 


COSTLIER   TOBACCOS 


'HAT  Fred  McDaniel  says 
about  Camels  is  backed  up 
100%  by  baseball's  "Iron  Man,"  Lou 
Gehrig — by  Frank  Buck,  of  "Bring 
'Em  Back  Alive"  fame  —  by  Eleanor 
Tennant,  outstanding  ^voman  tennis 
coach  —  and  by  millions  of  other 
Camel  smokers  in  all  walks  of  life. 
Enjoy  Camels  at  every  meal.  They 
speed  up  the  flow  of  digestive  fluids. 
Increase  alkalinity.  Help  you  enjoy 
food.  Camels  set  you  right! 


\^ 


BUSY  SECRETARY.  "I 

smoke  Camels,"says  at- 
tractive Joselyn  Libby. 
"Camels  put  more  fun 
into  eating  and  smok- 
ing too.  So  many  girls 
smoke  Camels." 
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CAMELS    ARE    MADE    FROM    FINER,    MORE    EXPENSIVE    TOBACCOS 
...TURKISH  AND  DOMESTIC. ,  .THAN  ANY  OTHER  POPULAR  BRAND 


